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. PREFACE. 

Most of the following piccos ha\« .iiipi-.iri'il 
already in dififcrcnt journals, or in other sli.ipi s iitnl 
ays, during the last twelve yenrt> Thev .it( mov 
gather'd together into one volume, in «» ii i tluit 
anything useful ui them may br pi(.~M\eil .util 
iiiado more aeeessible The\ an wliar {in\ .tie 
here called, Ilynma of Faith, and^llojn, 'I'hix 
belong to no church or >.eet Thev aic no( (he 
expressions of one man's oi one paity's t.ulli and 
hope but are meant to speak what may he tl lought 
aud spoken hy all to whom the Cluireh's i^ncient 
iaith .and hope are d^g;». 


IvLuio, JJeeembcr 19. 1856. 
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HYMNS OP FAITH AND HOPE. 


DiVlNE OHUEK 

*Tib fiiBt the true and then the bcantifiil 
Nut first the beautiful and then the true , 

First the wild moor, with rock •lud rtitl "d ])■)■»>, 
Then the gay garden nch in w out and hue 

'Tig fii>t the good and then tlie beautiful, 

Not first the beautiful and then the good , 

First the rough seed, sown in the rougher sod, 
Tlien the flower- blossom, or the branching wood 

iHOt first tlie glad and then tlie sorrowlul. 

J^ut first the sorrowful, and then the glad , 
Tears for a day , for earth of tears is full, 

Then we forget that we were o\cr sad 


A 
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1>1VIKB ORDISR 


X()t first till' hnf^ht, unil nflor that the dark. 

But lir-t tJu' tl.irk, and aftor that the hrifrlil , 
first till' thiek I’loiid, and then thi* i.iinhuw’s arc. 

First the dark jrrave then lemirrclion-liglit. 

r 

"I'l' liist llu' — stem lii^ht of "inrm aiirt war, 

Lmii' nii;ht oi heavy eloudb and \oi 1 od skies , 
Then (III 111 «.,iiikle of the Moiiiiii^ star, 

Til it I ■ ' .111 saiuts awake and dawn ari- 
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LKFT ItElilMJ 


Ijook at tins starliCiini * Fruin its oK ' ■ . 

Ith .18 cciDic (luu n to grool us lii ro bel> ^ 

Xow it alights niiwc.inod on tli.'' • i ' 

Kor htnnn nor uiglit h(i\c qULiK II It t' i . • 'i 

'Unbent lieiuFO the wintci’s luirufil 1-. 

Unsoiled by tbi'. <* id pLinol's l in i> a r 
It BparkloH out from ^on nnnii’.i''iiit » 

Dri^ht 'iukI tbo luurliti'Bf, 'iiinl tli ‘ ' i i 

Undimin’tl it rparlii^s iiu* , but jet ' . 

TIio tliousaiKl gay compauiiiiis tl. .t 
Along with it liavo pciisliM one by um 

Seattiii'd o’er spiaoelike blossoms ol .hi ->> .ii" 

Somi' to lull nearer orbs ha\o spi-d ilieii < n -< , 
ion city’s siuuku has quoiich'd a linin'. i . i> 
Myiiiuls 111 jou daik eloud have ^1'■'nt tin ir ioree 
A few utray gleams oie all in .l il.'i h our shore 
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I l-tiT IlhlllM^ 


\iiil sn witb U!> > lluw many, wlio big.in 
Ijifo’s r.u L‘ .iru ilri>|)])iiig by the 'nay , 

Lo^iu^ lliomboUes in ilar]cni‘s>« oii(» by one, 

From tlio gl.ul goal dcpaiting wu1i‘ .i«>tray 1 

C 

\\ Ii n \\i> xIimII rc'iK b tlio kingdom of tlic bluet, 
Ifow li.\v wlio started with us shiill we find 
VriiMii i>i ini\t il, tor glorious rest * 
iliiv iiiaiij xjiili wu mourn as lult behind 1* 

' 1 < < • I w • ii.nM ’-Koj/it dA'ttnl il 



TME MEET 1 N« -PL ACI 


"W HKRF tllL* I fluWcl •'tl ill 

Prcshen novi't mcno In l.i .i 
WluTO tlw* ~.1»3 t«li.ili 1 i ' 1 

iii*\ot iiioie lij t-l. I I 

'Whore tho siiii-bla^o noxi i 
Wlioio the slJti-lio.iiii- tt.i- 
Wlior<* T»o ti niiK’-t thi. I » hi^" 

Of tile avocmI, <»r wave, i>i hill 
A\ Ik ro tlio iiioin shall w.ik in 1.1 ilm - 
Ami iiiu iKioii tile J03 jiiolfiij. 

AVliere the ihiv-li^ht tliob iii tiiia •iii> • 
*^fiil tlip Viiirst of Imlv >*on"; - 

Miothei, v\e shall moot ami rot-t 
’Mill tho holv ami the hlost * 

Where no sh.ailow sliall lic>vvililor, 
Wlioio life's v^ain paratlo i~ o'er, 
'Where ilte sleoxi of sin is hiokoii. 

And the dreamer divains no niuKp- 



1111- 'll 1 'I lN(r-l I.AI I 


Whpu iirt liiiiiil !»• i*\«'r siiiiili'nMi , 
I’.ivlinjrs, ( sub iiinl iuomd 
^ruliu^'lil w.ikiii;*, Iwilijjbt woeiuii^f, 
Ileavj iioontiili* — all jro doiio , 
WlicTu tho tiliibl bas foimd its niotliei, 
\\ lioro ibo mollior iiiiils tlirs cliilil, 

\\ In '1 II 1 niiilu's ail* gatbi'rod, 

'j II I' \i 1. ■((1*^1 on tbi* wild 

;',i I. ■! . wi* aluiU im*el and n*' ^ 
' f’ 'lol^ and llie blo^t * 

{ill. Ilii' ■ I I U II wmiinl It 111 .ill d 
\ ill./'- ' {lb diti’il lito K'-MoofM«, 

V I'l lo (li< 'iiu"i*ii Ik* lit llio Ircshnets 
:i li'i I.) \uutli resumea 

Aliiii {i- Juvi that lioio wo Invisli ^ 
1 )ii till* witlioTiii*; Li.'a\L'K ol tune, 

“^li 1! li.iii radili.at llowers to fix on 
III .III over sprjii^'-hri^'lit climo 
\\ I'l ii* wo find tlic joy oi loving, 

. .o iiu\iir Ji)v<*fl 1m loie, 

I.itviiii' on, iinoliillcrl, unhindered. 
Loving onpi .md evermore * 

Ilrotlier, wosliiill meet and rc:;t 
'Mid the holy and the blest ! 



TIIK MEETIHa-PIMCF 


V/horc a liJiistu*! world shall hiightiii 
Und.crnc<ith a bluer sphere. 

And a softer, qciith'r sunshine 
Shed its lienlin^ splendour here 
Where r.irth s bam‘ii \alcs shall blossom 
1 ‘utliiig on thciT robo of green 
And a iiurer, fairer p]dcn 

Be where only wastes ha^l h< 1 1> 
Where a King in kingly gl m ' 

Such ns earth has nc\ej kmiwn 
Shall assume the righteous “jceptn 
Claim and wear the hol^ i misu 
Tlrother \\u shall iiuet 
'Mid the holy and tin hlist 



A STRANOKK IIERt: 


1 MISS tliu (1' .11 

Which f’lcr'i r\ still uinliniiiiM rccflld, 

V tlii)us.iii'l ( .iil\ stones telling, 

1 nii*'« IIk \( i>< • nulls 

1 nn*"! Ill* eh.ij il> r «ii im eliililhoorl, 
i nil''-' rlit »■ 1,1*1 ‘ *»l lio^liood'b free,— ■ 

The eh n, n« | ifh, I ho « lift’, the wihl-wootl, 
h’lio nin^u (if tho nt ll-kntnvii bea 

' HUMS till i\ icd luiunt of niooiil 
T niiss tlio t'lrost and thu stroam, 

I iiii‘«s lliu li.iL^runt "mve ol iioonli^ht, 

T mis'., oui niouiil. nil’s hiitibi L {<1cani 

I Hill'S file greeu bIo^h;, where reposing 
1 Tiiused upon tho near and iiir. 

Marked, one by one, eacli floweret ulusing, 
Watched, one hy one, Cdoh open mg Btar 



A s'lnAvcm iirRi: 


I miss the wcll-TCTnomhorcd fac(.>s. 

The voices, forma of fresher rlnya , 

Timo ploughs not up these der-p ilrawn traces, 

These Iine<< no iigcs can erase 

. • 

I miss them all, far, unforgettiiig, 

My Spirit o’er the |>afct still •'fix* 

And, much its wasted ycais r< niog 
It treads again these 6hn>l> 

1 mourn not that eadi cail\ • v • 

Is now to me a laded Iluv. 

Nor that the ningic snare ix lut-k i 
That hold mo with it«« rnj'.ii j. i‘.\i 

1 raurmur not that now u '•ii ii‘' i 
I pass along the smiling earth , 

I know tho snare, 1 dre.nl the ilangt r, 

I hate tho liaimls, I shun <1u eiiilh 

My hopes are passing upward, niiwunl 
And with my hopes my licait has gO"L . 
My eye is turning skyward sunward, 

Where glory brightens round yon thionc 



A SlItASt.l II 1IERIE 


"Uv spirit si'i'ks itb ilttoJliiiff 3 oiulor; 

A ml faith fore-ilatos the jo,yfu1 day 
^Vh 11 thcbu old bkics blitill Loasu U) minder 
'I'lii one d«..ir, love-Iiuked family 

\ 1 il jih I-* ii I find years rolling o’er me, 

\ 111 h 11 I i< Il dfiv time's inriiHUiud tread 
r-, '■ V t I Mil'll now streteh before me, 
ll.liii'i me i-' (h>^ daikncsB spread 

' Il 1 "I 111 ! ii‘i n Mius arc swiftly suiting, 

\ii«l 111 ) miiNcs dowiirrurd m their tram, 
\iid dews are fondly wetting 

i be iad> 'i < Ueek ot earth in \b 1 u 

. >• LI nibcr mijiiiis aic coldly waning, 

And life with tin in is on the wane^ 
''iDiiii-l.idcii skies with had complaining, 
JSeud bl.Lckh II vi 1 ho iin'^miling mam 

^13 liiiiiiu in»m ni^ publ unlinking, 

1 .« h dying joar untwines the spell , 

The visible is swiKly binking, 

Uprises the invisible. 



A S'lUAXQTR HI-RP- 
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To liglitf unclianj'ing, iind olcrnul, 

From musts that suddoii this bleak waste 
To BC^es that smilu (or ever venial, 

From winter’s Llackoning leaf I haste 

Earth, what a soirow lies bufuiL (Iili , 
Nuiio like it in the shadowy , 

Tl'o sliarpcst three that ever ion tin c, 
Even though the bnul'ust and the last ' 


1 see the fair moon ^cll her iubtie 
I hcu the saukcloth of the ben 
The shrouding nl each blarn 

The (luce-told woe of cnitJi In ^iiii 

I see ihc shadows of its siiDset , 

And wrapt in these the Aicngii ■> loim 
I sea the Armagcddtui onset, 

But I shall be above the storm 

There comes the moaning and the si'Oi i._ 
There comes the hot tears heavy tnii 
The thousand agonies ul dying , 

But 1 shall be beyoud them <dl 
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OCI \N XL VCIlINfiS 


‘ Jl"- >'■1 it L I i . n ” - P‘1 I IV 25 


'J n \ I ri''ii, ' '.Im 111 • It has .uvnkt’nt.*il mo , 

>.l»i'ilii ’111'^ s|nnt stniii* tn Iil<‘ iincw , 

1 1, ■' I'lniilin^ ■>.]). iy-ilnft, how it falls upon mi\ 
nil III! \vi iiy )ln\\(‘T tin* frcblieiiin>( ilow 

^I’l. (I ii''i_f< I MU K liiiisri* that f^irda in tin* ocp.iii, 
Aiul (.111- thf In.tm liiiiii its tmiishioent Mm , 

It fcitiiis to pour •'ti 111 ' s(n>ng 1 h into my spirit, — 
Stn iigili lor I iiiI'iMitii I* ■'troiigtb for ooiifhct too 

\n(l lln.M Iniglil uLiMii-hiiils, tliesc hillow-i.iiiin is 
Till snowy )iM istod iiiHi u wiiiguil wirto,— 
Tlioy toll ino how III |ii\ III ■^foim ami ilnngois, 
Will'll BiirgcB hIiiIl'ii, ur when whirlwinds r»i\i 



OCEAK 'nBACTllN<.<<. 
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And tlieso greeii-HtrclcLing fields, these (icaceful hoi- 
luWB, 

Thiit hear the tempest, but take no alaiTa, 

Il.iH not their pl.icid verdure sweetly taiiglit me 
The podee ttflliiii when all widn.ut is '.loun*' 

And thou keen saii-llasli, thnnijih llie • lnuil-wrcd'h 
biiTBt ing, 

SiIvcTiiig the se.i, the ■'W ml tin* ns k tl.i- 
\\ hat light within me has thj piuo *111 iin kindled ' 
''ri> from the land of light that tlnai .m i utne 

\nd Ilf that tunc hew blithely art tlinn teliiiiL^ 

\\ lieiK loud and eliuiigo and leinpL't "h lU t d\.i wm^ 
r ii!i hoam ol tlimo prophetic of the 'jlnix 

Creaticii’s du^-bieak, earth b luP'r piumi'i.t -pni _ 

Kven thus it is, my God roe daily tc.iJ'etl 
Sweot knowledge out ot all I In ii iml sie 
raeli uliject has ahoa>eul\ \i>Ui williin i; 

Each scene, however IrouhlLd, speakb to me 

I’or nil upon this eaitli i-^ brokin heiiuty , 

Yet out of ail what btmnge, ileep lessons rise i 
Ikicli hour IS giving out its Uoa\eii M>nt Wisilom 
A niess-igo from the sea, the shore, the skier. 
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M<»HK SKA 


^ / r / t S'*# ' HKV XZl !-•) 


■^i ■'i‘'Tj I < K( .111 n!ly vhsIdii^i 

]'lii u>i \ rock on wliicli I loan , 
Sniniii' I I >Li..iii binadly II.ikIiiii^ 

\\ nb ijiv li'U's of pfold aTiil f'lwa , 

• ■■ini' Ilni*_ wildly dashing 
n I'l ^II11 I'-l.m I-x< iifhh»d -.CH'ntJ , 
Suriiiiii’* ()• I III, Iiiiw I’Jl miss thee, 
'Mi-^r* till thiiiiili r ol (li^ roar, 

Mi-s Ihi 11111^11 oi \liy Ti]>plu, 

thy borrow MWitliiiig shore, — 
S 11 mini I now I’ll miss tliee. 

When “ the "iM ^li ill III IK# moio' 
SumniLi (JciMii, how I’ll miss thee, 
A‘'> .iloiig thy strand I range , 



NO MORK HRA. 


Or OB here 1 sit and watch thco 
In tby mooda of endless change, 

Mirthful mooda of morning gladnt&a, 
Musing moods of sunset sadneas , 
AVhsa the dying wind<* t in ‘is tlici 
And the sinking sunhiMtiet lliei 
And tho crimson cloinlli'f ^ [m.-" thu' 
And nil n.tturo w i‘iii>s ti> hli •<>' tln-L * — 
Summer Ocean, how Til nu-s (In < , 

Miss the wonders of fhv chore 
Miss tlic magic of thy gi imlini 

When “ tho eoa shall he no more *' 

And yet sometimes in my nusiiur^ 

When I think of what shall^be , 

In tho day of earth’s new gloi \ , 

Still 1 seem to roam bv thee 
As if all bod not dcpaiied, 

But the glory liiigored still , 

Ab if that wrhich nnidi* thee lovelj 
Had remained unchiiiigiMhlu 
Only that which marr’d thy huaiitv. 

Only that had ii.e-'-cd away. 

Sullen wilds of Occan-moorlaiid 
Bloated features of decay. 



NO MORE HE.\ 


Ouly that dark waste uf waters, 

Jjino iio'or tatlinui’d, e^'o ne'er sconnoil, 
Only that hli.ill sliniik and vanish, 
i leldinir li i<‘k the inn>nson'd land 
Yn Miit^ L.ii K laith's tortile holhirAi, 

T (jn-T-'-iiliiii- r:.'! il anil hidden plains; 
linin' np a tlimi’' tml valleys, 

()l lilt. <in it'iii Will III s iloiiiain*' 

I I'.niiij '•till liii^dit a/iiie ranges, 

Wiuiliii^' 1 •itiiil till'* rocky tower, 

1 I'lMiia still mi gein Iniglit island, 
^'|i.iiKlni r like lU ocean-flower. 

I < .iMiie "ItlL '■mini placid stretches, 

\\ In re ll.c >«iiii-I ' .ims bathe at noon, 

1,1 MI1..1 -<ill '-milt i ike-like reaches, 
iliii-''' Im i!it "ilxcr moon 
< 'I :\ .til ijf ultimo and horror 
lilic \ .i-'ti'- 111 I lullcsb brine, 

II milts lit <1 iikm btonn and danger, 
Tin bli ill lit. no longer thine 

U K it.waril t libiiii^, wave and nppie, 
Wouiiroiis .t-c one '-Itall then disclose; 
And, like taitli's, tin w.astes ol ocean 
'J'lnn ■'hall blubsom as the rose 
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• THE OUAXOt. 


I Tov* yon palo blue sky, ii i" tin* floor 
Uf that ^Ind homo \v)ii‘n> 1 .'^li ill blii>iti\ 

A homo from M-hich I blinll > uiii im iiiorf 
From toil <ind gnef and \anii\ '-■1 fii't* 

r gazQ upon yon evorlaatiiig an h 

Up which tho bright bt.irs waiulcr .i* tii.'i "'ir 
And, aa I mark them in tin ir in^lifl} riiaiLl 
L think how soon that journey shall Ik^ riiin 

Von Bilvor drift of silent cloud l.ii up 

[n the still heaven, — thmngiiymi inj piilii" i 
Yon rugged mountain-puak, — ^lioi\ -omi join t-.i 
Shall I behold beneath me, a^ F use ' 

Ifot many more of life sluii -i>.u ini» houib. 

Shaded with arrow’s mehiui-lioly hue , 

Oh, what a glad ascending shall ho ours, 

Oh, what a pathway up you starry blue ' 



‘lilK CHAKGE 


IS 

A journoy like Elijah’s, swift and bnght, 

Caught gently upward to an early crown, 

In heaven's own chanot of all-hlaziDg light,* 
With death tintasted and the grave unknown. 

* lUtifi Tugi nraftpartS . — Soph Philoct 
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THJi: CLOUDIjESS 

No shadows yonder ! 

All light and song , 

£ach day I wonder. 

And say. How long 
Shall time me sunder 

From that dear throng^ 

No weeping yonder I 

All fled away , • 

'While hero 1 wander 
Each weary day , 

And sigh as 1 ponder 
My long, long stay 

No partings yonder ! 

Time and space iie>er 
Again shall sunder , 

Hearts cannot sever , 

Dearer and fonder 

Hands clasp for ever.* 

ddocxpui' »/Mvraf d/Zm . — P ndar Olyxn. 
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1 1IB l iJl.Kas 


None wanting yonder, 
nought by tlio Jjamb ^ 

All gathered under 
The eM‘r green palm. 
Loud .IS night's thiiiidt r* 

Afeoeads the glad ps.iliii 
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'HJE HOME StCKXKSS 


* O Cl^ll IH I ( IVltUtf 2<TKCl^'‘l lajfiLlI* ill *4. '‘lilt* i **1 '^niiio *t 

•^tjui o' — Av*jnttt»Kt fi^ ^^iir ft \ t» h 


Avil wheiKC* this. wi aiiiic" 

Tins gatbcrm^ cluuil <■! ^looin 
Whence this dull \\l•lgh^ of hmi liui 
ThctiO gieedy ci>i\uig& lor tlie (.uuh 
These greedier cre\iiig-> for the lioi>i a ih.a hi 
Ileyond Ihe tomb, beyond llie thin.'' (]i>it die 
Iloyond tlio smiles and jojs that i.i>’ > fiml “o 
Foverng the spiiit i.itli ilieir fitliu llo.i 
Beyond the circle where the shadow^ l.ill 
Within the region where luy God ib all 

It IS not that I fear 

To breast the storm oi wieatle with tlie w.iii , 
To BW'im the torrent or the blast to bra\e. 

To toil or sufFcr in this day of strite 
Ah He may will who gave tins btriiggling life , 
Bat I am homesick I 
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THB IIOMB aiCRVEKA. 


It ]s not that the crosa 

Ta heavier than this drooping frame can bear, 

Or tliat T (inil no kindred heart to shore 
The burden, which, m these las); days of ill, 
Seems to press heavier, sharper, sorer still , 

lint [ iiin homesick ! 

It iM not that the snare 

Ts laid around tor unwary feet. 

And that a thousanil wily tempters greet 
My slippery steps and lead mo far astray 
From tlm safe guidance of the narrow way , 

But I am honfcMck ^ 

It IS not that the path 

Is rough and perilous, beset with foes, 

From the first step down to its weary close, 
iStrcwii with tho iliut, the hnar, and the thorn, 
That wound my limbs and leave my raiment tom ; 

Bill L Hill homesick ! 

It IB not that the sky 

Is darkly sad, and the unloving air 

Chills mo to famting , and the olouds that there 



THB H03IB UaRBBBS 


S3 


Hang over me seem Bignal-oloada unfurled, 
Portending wrath to an unready world , 

But I am homesick ! 

It IS not that t^s earth 

Has grown less bright and fair , that these grey 
hills. 

These ever-lapsing, ever-liilling rills, 

And these breeze-haunted woods, that ocean clear, 
Have now become less beautiful, less dear , 

But I am homesick ! 

Let me then weary be ! 

I shrink not, murmur not , 

In all this homelessness 1 seo 
The Church's pilgnm-lot : 

Her ^t until her absent Lord shall come. 

And the long homeless here, shall find a home 

Then no more weariness 1 

No gathering cloud of gloom , 

Thm no dull weight of lonolincss. 

No greedy ciavingB for the tomb ■ 

For death shall tlien be swallowed up of life, 
And the glad victory shall end tho strife I 
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THE LAND OF JLIGHT. 


'L'ttAT climu IS not liko this lIuH clime of ours 
AH, all IS ImprlitncsB iht ir , 

A sueofcr inllucnco brcntht << •imiiiiil its flowers, 
4atl a far milder mr 
Nu calm below is like that r.diii nbo\e, 

No region hero is liko that icalm of love, 

Mart It’s softest spring' ne’er sla il so bofl a light, 
rnrth’s bnghti <t tsuiinuor m \ t j bhonc so bright. 

That bky is not hk(' this sad ■^Kv of ours, 

Tiiigcil with earth’s change anil care ' 

N'o shadow dims it, and no rain-cloud lowers; 

Au hrukon KUiibhitio there ! 

One everlasting btretch of azuro pours 
Its stainless sxilcndonr o’oi these sinless shores ; 
For them Johovali shines with heavenly ray, 
Thetc Jesus reigns dispensing endloss day. 



THF I.ANU Ol- IJOIIT. 
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^hose dwellers there ore not like these of earth, 

No mortal stum they bear , 

And yet they seem of kindred blood and birth, — 
Whence, and how canio they there ? 

Earth was their Native soil , from sm and shame. 
Through tribulation they to glory L.tiue , 
iiond-slaves dcliverod from bin’s crusliing load, 

Ihands plucked from burning hy tho hiLti<l ot &od 

Those robes of theirs aic nut like these beluii , 

No angel’s hall so bright ! 

Whence came that bcauiy, ivIn in e that living glow '' 
Whence camo that rtnli.tnl 
Washed in tho blood of tlu Uouing Ldiub, 

Fair as the light thost lobcs ut thins bii ume 
And now, oil tears wiped oiT fiuiii evor\ i^e, 

They wonder where the Ireshcst iin&tures lie, 
Through all the inghtlcss day of that uidmlmg skv 
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THE SKKN AN]> THE UNSEEN. 


Ok thk (iK» w 'KYiiiniTioK, 1B61 


11 \ I >oTi burst of crystal splendour, 
slarliglit, blent in one , 
Stuilii'ht set in arctic azure, 

Sunlight fnim the burning zone I 
Grcilil and siKor, gems anil marble. 

All creation’s jewelry , 

Earth’s iiiiuuveicd waste of riches, 
Treasures of the ancient sea 
Heir of glory. 

What IS that to thee and me ? 

Iris and Aurora braided. 

How the woven colours shine 1 
Snow-gleams from an Alpine summit. 
Torch-light from a spar-roofed mine. 
Xjikc Arabia's matchless palace. 

Child of magic's strong decree. 



THE SEEN AHD THE DNBEF.K 


27 


One vast globe of living sapphire. 
Floor, walls, columns, canopy 
Hoir of glory, 

What 18 that to thee and me ? 

Forms of beauty, shapes of wonder, 
Trophies of triumphant toil ; 
Never Athens, Borne, Palmyra, 
Gazed on such a costly spoil 
Dazzling the bewildered vision, 

More than princely pomp we see , 
What the blazo of the Alhambra, 
Dome of emerald, to thee ^ 

Heir of glory. 

What IS that to thee and me 

Farthest cities pour their riches, 
Farthosl empires muster here. 

Art her jubilee proclaiming 
To the nations far and near 
From tho crowd in wonder gazing, 
Science claims the prostrate knee ; 
This hex temple, diamond-blarmg, 
Shrine of her idolatry. 

Heir of glory. 

What IS that to thee and 



rrnis bsbsm Aim Tnis i3in:EBSN 


Xiistcu to hor tale of wonder. 

Of her plastic, potent spoil , 

’Tis n Ini' and braggart story, 

Yet fclu" tells it fair and well 
hbo tliu gifted gay magician, 

Mibtress of caiili, ur, and sea , 
'r)ii*( iiictjestic ap^airitjoti, 

Ollspring of her soreiTy 
if oil ol gliiiy, 

A\ li'ii la th.it to tlioc and nn 

U hai t< tlial foi which nu’rc waitiug 
1*' rliM glittering earthly toy? 

J leaven ly glcirj', holy •'plondour, 

^suni ol graiidt'iii, bum ol jo^ 

tho gei.ia tli.it tini' can toichieh. 
Not the hues that dim and die, 

Not tho glow that cheats the lover, 
Shaded mill luort.ility 
Ilcir ol glory, 

That shall be for thcc and luu 1 

Not the light that leaves us darker. 
Not tho gleams that come and go. 
Not tho mirth whose end is madness. 
Not iha joy whose fruit is woe ; 



THK 8EFN ASn THE I’\SEEN 
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Not the notes that die at Kunset, 

Not the fashion of a daj , 

But the everlaating beauty, 

And the endless melody. 

H^ir of glory. 

That shall be tor thcM- and me ? 

City of the pcarl-briglit portal , 

City of the jasper w.ilJ 
City of tlio golden p.'rt ( nieut , 

Seat of endless Icstn.tl 
City of Jeboi.ih, Saltni 
City of eternity, 

To thy bndol-liall uf gladness 
Prom tins prison would I Her 
Heir of glorj , 

That shall be for I hoe and me ' 

Afa , with such strange spells aroniid mc- 
t'aircst of what earth rails tair 
How I need thy fairer imt-igi , 

To undo tho syren snare » 

Lest the subtle sorpeut-temptor 
Lure mo with his radiant lie , 
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1 llE SEBN AND TUB UMBEEN'. 


Aa if Bin were sm no longer, 

Life were no more vanity. 

Heir of glory. 

What IS that to thee and mo ? 

Yes, I need thee, heavenly city, 

My low Bpint to ujibcar , 

Yes, I need thee , carth'B enchantments 
So beguile me with their glare 
Let mo see thee, then those fetters 
Hruak asunder , I am free , 

Thun this pomp no longer cliains me , 
Faith has won tho victory. 

Ifoir of glory, 

That shall bo for thee and me I 

Soon whore earthly beauty blinds not, 
No excess of brilliance palls, 

Salem, city of tho holy. 

We sliall be within thy walls I 
Tfaero beside yon crystal nver. 

There beneath life’s wondrous tree. 
There with nought to cloud or sever, 
Ever with the Lamb to be , 

Heir of glory, 

That shall bo for thee and me 1 
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ADVENT 


Tdb Church has waited long 
Her absent Lord to see , 

And still in loneliness she waits, 

A friendless stranger slic 
Age after age has gone, 

Sun after sun has sot 
And still, in weeds of widowhood 
She weeps a mourner yet. 

Gome, then, Lonl Jesus, come ' 

Saint after saint on earth 

Has lived, and loved, and died , 

And as they left ns one liy one, 

We laid them side by side , 

We laid them down to sleep. 

But not in hope forlorn , 

We laid them but to ripon there, 

Till the last glonous morn 

Come, then, Lord Jesus, come 1 



ADVEVT 


Tho serpent’s brood increase 
Tho poncra of hell grow bold 
The conflict thickens, l.iith is low 
And loic IS w.ixiiig I old 
IIow long, 0 Lord our ( iod 
Holy and true tiiid g«HMl 
Wilt Thou jiid jiidjfo T!iy xiilTeriug Olmrch, 
Her biglis and l(.ar^ .iiid Idood ! 

001110 tliLii Lonl .1' Mih come I 

We long to hear Tliy vou i 
To see Thee face to face 
To share Thy euwii and glory then 
As now MO blinrn Tliy grace 
Sliould not the loving biidc 

Tlie ab&enf biidogroom mourn’ 

Sliuulil hbi' not ^Miti tho iveods of griel 
Until hoi Lord ndnrii ’ 

Come, then, Loid Jesus, como I 

Tho whole creation groam-, 

And waits to hear that voice. 

That shall rcstoro her comelinesB. 

And moke b.or wastes rejoice. 



ADVENT 


Gome, Lord, and wipe away 
The curse, the sin, the stain, 

And make this blightcrl world of ours 
Thino 0*^11 fair world again 

Como, then. Lord Jesus, come 1 
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RETURN UNTO THY ,’?EST 


Cka-iF, iii\ Mini, tli\ •'1 rayiii*,;** ’ 

Hn\*‘ lli( V l»ioii“lit 11ii‘C“ |>i .icW'*’ 
i‘o iiHiro tit I.ij 

I’tijsi 1I13 w.iiitlfiiiiii'' n .iM* 

'I he«>r \auitit.- 7 i lit>\v M»m I 
W aiulcr not air>ii)j 

• 

Thou lui"! ftiuiitl iLy contru , 

Tlicro, U13' teoiil, nbiile , 

11K110 at] venture 
N«j\v to s\\ei've asitlr 

Tht.sc vaniticH lit>\v vain I 
\\ antler not again 

Thou hast reach’d tby flwclling, 
Kufe, bUTO aneborage 
.From the 2’<?|^tious Bwelling 
Of the tqanipeHt’B rage. 

These vtonties how vain 1 
Wander not ogam. 



HKTUnN ITNTO 'IHY KKHT. 


Tranquil lioura now fpxiet thee, 

In thy calm abode , 

Gr.ifunis looks now meet thcc, 
h’roTT* thy loving God 

Tho«e vanities how \ain I 
Wander not again 


Soc, jon star lo\c-light<-d, 

Sparklc'i liom on high , 

See, yon hope, Io\i‘-pliqhted, 

Chei'r"; thy he ivie".! sk\ 

'I*lii-!>e x.iiiitics liou vain t 
Wander not .igaiti 

Wateli, my hotiI, the glory 
Coming brightly up, 

O er von forobt lio,iry, 

OVr yon iiiountain-top 

These Miiiities how vain I 
Wander not atrain 

’Tis the bridal morning , 

Rise, muko no delay. 

Put on thiiio adorning. 

Cast thy weeds awny 

These vanities how vain 1 
Wonder not again. 



nKTURN ITSiTO TUY REST 


SG 


Pierce these mists that blind thee, 
Press to yonder prize, 

Break the bonds that bind thcc, 
Bise, my soul, arise ! ^ 

These vanities bow vain I 
AVnmlcr not aj>ain. 



»A WN. 


l^icmi' of tlie licttcr morniDg', 
Sbine <lo\in on me * 

Sun of tite l>ri filter licu'V'cn, 
liul «lurkness floe ! 

Tliy -warmth impart 
!Fn this (lull heart . 

Pour 111 tliy lii'ht. 

And let this ni^lit 
33 e turned to day 
liy thy mild ray I 
XiOrd Jesus, come. 

Thou day-star, shine, 
ISulightou now 

This soul of mine ' 


StrcalcB of the bett^ dawnin" 
Sreak on my sigh'^ 
Fringing witli silver edges 
These clouds of night 
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VAWK. 


Gems on morn's brow, 
Glow, bnghtly glow, 
Foretelling soon 
'L'lie ascending noon, 
AVakening this o.irtli 
'Uo B«‘Oond birth, 

When lit shill 1 come 
To Oiirlh .ijrain, 

Who I oiiu‘*> to judge, 
AVho cullies to rciga. 
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Ti^E MOKNING-STAK 


Thkab is a MoriiiiJ>r-slar, my soul, 

There is a Muriiin^-star , 

*Twill siMMi Ijc tiOcir .iri'l hri^ht, tho’ now 
It Bccms so diiu tiud lar. 

And when time's “tars have come and {roiio, 
And every mist of earth has flown 
That bettci star shall rise 
On this world's clouded skies, 

To shine for ever ’ 

The night is well iiigh spent, mv soul, 

Tho night IS well nigh ^pent, 

And soon ahovu our lic.ul“ shall shine 
A glorious hrmumeut 
A Bk> .dl glad and pure and bright, 

The Lamb, once slum, it^perfeol light , 

A star without a cloud, 

Wboee light no mists enshroud, 

Descending never. 
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THINGS nOPKD FOR 


Tiiksb are the crowns that wo shall wear, 
AVhen all thy saints aro crown’d , 
Those are the palms th<it Ave shall bear 
On yonder holy ground 

Far off as yet, reserved in heavon, 

Above that veiling sky, 

'riiey sparkle, like the star of even, 

To hope’s far-pieicing eye 

These aro the robes, nnsoil'd and white, 
AVhich then wc shall put on, 

AVhen, foremost ’mong the sons of light, 
We sit on yonder throne. 

That City with th^jewcll’d crest 
Like some new-lighted sun ; 

A blaze of burning amethyst, 

Ten thousand orbs m one , — 



THTNQS HOPED FOB. 
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That IB the city of the saints, 

Where we so soon shall stand, 

When we shall strike these desert-tents. 
And qu^t this desert-sand 

These ore the eTorloating hills, 

With summits bathed lu day ; 

a 

The slopes down ivith the living nils, 
Soft-lapsing, take their way 

Fair vision 1 how thy distant glcnm 
Brightens time's saddest hue , 

Far fairer than the fairest dream, 

And yet so strangely true I 

Fair vision ! how thou liftest up 
The drooping brow and c , 

With the calm joy of thy sure hope 
Fixing our souls on high. 

Thy light makes even the darkest page 
In mcmorjr’s scroll groy fair , 

Blanching the lines which tears and ago 
Had only deepened there. 
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THISOH llOrBD FOB. 


Witli theo in view, the rugged slope 
1)6001068 a level way, 

Smoothed by the magic of fhy hope, 

And gladden'd by thy ray 

With theo in view, how poor appear 
The world’s most winning smiles , 

Vain is the tempter’s subtlest snare, 

And vain hell’s varied wiles 

Time’s glory fades , its beauty now 
Has ceased to luic or blind, 

Each gay ouchantment here below 
Has lost xtti power to bind 

'Then wolconic toil, and caio, and pain I 
And welcome sorrow too ! 

All toil iH rest, all gnef is gain, 

With such a pri/o in view 

Gome crown and tbroiio, coiiio robe and palm 
Burst forth glacjrstrcam of peace I 

Gome, holy city^of tho Lamb ! 

Bise, Sun of Bighteousness 1 



THISG8 HOrED TOR 
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If 

When shall^the clonde that veil thy rays 
For ever be withdrawn ? 

Why dost thou tarry, day of days ? 
When Bhi\^l thy gladness dawn ? 
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THROUGH DEATH TO /LIFE. 


The star is not cxtinguiBlied when it ecte 
Upon the dull horizon , it hut goes 

To ebiue in other ekiea, then re-uppear 
In 011IB, as fresh as when it first arose. 

The nver is not lost, when, o’er the rock. 

It pours its flood into the abyss below : 

Its scattered force re-gathcriug from the shock. 

It hastens onward, with yot fuller flow. 

Thu bright sun dies not, when the shadowing orb 
Of the eclipsing moon obscures its ray : 

It still IS shining on , and soon to us 

Will burst uudimmed into the joy of day. 

The lily dies not, when both flower and leaf 

Fade, and are sbnwed upon the chill sad ground : 

Gone down for shelter to ite motbei>earth, 

"IVill rise, xe-bloom, and shed its firagranoe round. 



THBOCOH DEATH TO LIFE. 


The dewdiop dies not, when it leaves the flower, 
And paases upward on the beam of morn - 

It does hut hide itself in light on high, 

To its loved ‘flower at twilight to return. 

The fine gold has not perished, when the fiame 
Seizes upon it with consuming glow: 

In freshened splendour it comes forth anew, 

To sparkle on the monneh's throne or brow. 

Thus nothing dies, or only dies to live : 

Star, stream, sun, flower, the dew-drop, and the 
gold, 

Eaoh goodly thing, instinct with buoyant hope, 
Hastes to put on its purer finer mould. 

Thus in the quiet joy of kindly trust. 

We bid each parting saint a bnef farewell : 

Weeping, yet smihng, we commit their dust 
To the safe keeping of the silent cell 

Softly withm that peaceful resting-place^ 

We lay their weaned limbs; and hid the clay 

Press lightly on them, till the ni^t be past, 

And the for east give note of coming day. 
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thboucjIU ubatii to 


Tlio il.iy of re-appeaniif' ' how it speeda ! 

[To who IS truo and faithful speaks the word. 

Then shall wo over ho with those wo love, 

Then shall we he for e\er with the^jord 

'J'he shout IS hcanl , the .iruliangcl's voice goes lortb ; 

'L'ho trumpet buuiuIs , the dead awake and sing , 
'J'he living put un glory , one glad hand, 

They linsien up to meet their commg King 

Short death and darkness I Endless life and light ' 
Short dimming , endless shining in yon sphere. 
Where all is ipcorruptible and pur© , 

The joy without the pain, the smile without the tear. 
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,HORA NOVISSIMA. 

« 

Fau down the ages now. 

Her journey v/ell-nigh done, 

The pilgnm Cj||UToh pursues her way, 
la haste to reach the crown. 

The story of the past 

Gomes up befoire her view , 

How well it seems to suit her snll. 
Old, and yet ever new. 

*Tis the same story still, 

Of Bin and weeuiness, 

Of grace and love still flowing down 
To pardon and to bless. 

'Tib the old sorrow still. 

The bnar and the thorn ; 

And 'tiB the some old solace yet, — 
The hope of coming mom. 



HORA NOVISH1MA. 


No Wider la tlio 

No bru<ulQi lb tho way. 

No amootljor is tlio iinciont path 
That Icadb to ligid tiiid Lla\ 

No lighter IS the lo.ul 

ilcueath wliobo weight we cr}\ 
No tamer growa the rel^l Jlebli, 
Nor leas oiir enemy 

No sweeter is tho cup. 

Nor loss our lot of ill, 

’Twas tribulation ages since, 

'Tib tLibalation still. 

No greener are the rocks, 

No fresher flow tho rills. 

No roses in the wilds appear, 

No vines U£K>ii the bills. 

Still dark the sky above. 

And shaip the desert air , 

'Tis wide, bleak desolation round, 
And shadow everywhere. 



HORA NOViaaiUA. 


Dawn lingeTB on yon chiF , 

But, oh, how Blow to Rpring > 
Morning Btill ncstIcM on you wave, 
Afraid to try itn wing 

I 

No slacker grown the light. 

No feebler is the foe, 

No less tho need of armour tned, 

Of ehiehl and* spear aiid how 

Nor less we foci the blank 
Of earth’s still absent King , 
Whose presence jb of all our bliss 
The everlasting spring. 

Thus onward still we press 

Through evil and through good, 
Through pom and poverty and worn. 
Through x^nl and through blood 

Still faithful to our God, 

And to our Captain true , 

We follow where he leads the way, 
The kingdom in our view. 
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TDE NIGHT COMETH. 

I 


Ttme^h Bun IB fast setting. 

Its twiliglit ts nigli. 

Its evening is falliiig 
lu cloutl o’er the (.)*> ; 

Its shallows are Btrctclang 
In ominous gloom , 

Its midnight approaches, 

Tho midnight of doom. 

Then haste, sinner, haste, there is mercy fur thee, 
And wrath is preparing, — ^flee, lingerer, flee I 

Hides fortli the fierce tempest 
On the wing of the cloud , 

The moan of the uight-bla‘'t 
Is htful and loud , 

The mountains are heaving, 

The'foreBts are bow'd, 

The ocean is Barging, 

Earth gathers its shroud. 



THK NIGHT COVETH. 
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Then liQBte, BinncT, Lasto, there is mercy for thee, 
And wrath is preparing, — ^flee, lingerer, flee I 

The vision is tir.miig. 

The J&tlgti and the throne ' 

The voice of the Angol 
Proclaims “ It is done ” 

On the whirl of tho (cnipebt 
Its rnlcr shall i onie, 

And tho Ll.i/e ol liis glory 
Plash out from its gloom , 

Then haste, sinner, Inusle, there » merty for thee 
And wrath is preparing, — ^flee, Imgergr, flee 1 

With clouds He is coming ' 

His people shall sing, 

With gladness they hail him 
Bedeemer and King. 

The iron rod wielding 
The rod. of Ins ire, 
lie cometh to kindle 
Earth's last fatal fire I 

Then haste, sinner, haste, there is mercy for thee, 
And wrath is preparing, — flee, lingerer, flee I 



THE DAY AFTER ARMAGEDDON, 


Th«y have b''own the tramitct, hut none soetli to the batitla> 
-Ecek Til 14 


’Tib tho summons to Imttle • 
But the cry ib unheard , 
The* trumpet haa epoken, 

Not a 'womor has stirred 

I[ark, the summons to battle ' 
It has sounded again , 

Still louder and keener , 

% 

It has soundcil in vain 

Yet A third time, and shnller, 
That trar-note has blown , 
But the answer that cometh 
Is the echo alone. 



THE DAY ATTEU AUHAGEDDON. 


*TiB the Bilcnce of silence I 
Tower, tent, vale, and hill. 
Field, forest, and highway, — - 

AH are souudluas and still ! 

*. 

No challenge is lifted. 

No signal unfurl’d , 

*Tib man’s dork hour of terror. 
The awo of the world 

For the arm of Johovali 

Has been bared m its might. 
And the sword of his vengeance 
Has been burnished to smite. 

Through the ridges of battle 
His ploughsliaio has sped , 
An^ the tents of tiio living 
Are the tombs of the dead 

The rude roar of millions 
Is hushed in an hour ; 

The array of the mighty 
Is erushed m its power. 



TllK DAT Airrsa armagxdook. 


'Ti%as mou's proudest muBler 
(Ji‘ smew and steel 
ITis anny of armies, 

Mail-clad tu the heel- 

No sun had e’er dau ned on 
So feaiful day, 

No trumpot hud in.irshallcd 
So dread au anuy 

As if earth m her frenzy, 
From each region afar, 

Had \Kiured forth her nations 
For tho shock of that war. 

In the i1ii!-h of their manhood, 
In the bud of their prime, 
In veteran ripeness, 

The men of each clime, 

Game thronging and lUbhing, 
Like riTeiB in flood, 

Defying the terrois 
And vengeance of God. 



THE DAY AFTFR ARMAGEDDOK. 


For the ruler of darkness, 

The god of this world. 

Had summoned his armies, 

His banner unfurled. 

As the etoim-cloud it gathered, 
As the lightning it sped , 

As the mist it has vanished , 

All IB still tiB the dead. 

Like the desert at midnight, — 
Not a breath nor a beam , 

'Tub the silence of silence, • 
The dream of a dream. 

Now, chains for the spoiler ! 
Dark and swift be his doom * 

Thou host trodden the nations , 
Thy treadmg is come ! 

Earth, cease now thy wailing, 
Thy wounds bleed no more ; 

Lo, the cozee is departing, 

Thy eonowB ace o'er 1 
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THE DAT AFlTSt AUHAOEDDON. 


Biso, daiigbtcT of Judah ; 

Awake now and sing ; 

It has come, the glad kingdom, 
TTe has come the great King 1 

n 

t 

Thy long night is ending 
Of sorrow and wrong ; 

For shame there is glory. 

For weeping a song. 

The new morn is dawning, 
Bursts forth the new sun 
The^ew Terdnre u smiling. 

The new age is begmu. 
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REST YONDER 


This ia not my place of reating, 

Mine'a a city yet to come , 

Onvarda to it I am basting. 

On to my eternal borne 

In it all la bgbt and glory, 

O’er it ahmea a nigbUcaa liaj ; 

Every trace of ain'a aad story, 

All tbe curse has pass'd away. 

There tbe Ijumb our SIicx>lierd loads us. 
By the streams of life along , 

On the freshest pastures feeds us. 

Turns our sighing into song 

Soon we pass this desert dreary. 

Soon we bid farewell to pam ; 

Never more be aad or weary, 

Nevit, never ain 
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HOW LONG I 

I 

Do tlicy Btill linger, — ^thoso alow-treading ages ? 

How long innat wo still bear their cold delay ! 

* Btreak after streak the glowing dawn presages, 

And yet it breaks not, — ^tha expected day ' 

J£ach tossing year, with prophet-lip hath spoken, 

“ Prepare your praises, earth awoke and sing T 
And yet yon domo of blue remains unbroken , 

No tidings yet of the descending king I 

Darkness still darkens ; nearer now and nearer 
The lightnings gleam, the sea's scorched billows 
moan , 

And the scro leaf of earth is growing seaxor ; 

Creation droops, and heaves a bitterer groan. 

O storm and earthquake, wind and wamng thunder. 
Your hour is coming I One wild outburst more, 
One otlior day of war, and wreck, and plunder; 

And then your desolating reign is ofcr. 



now T<>Bo f 


/in 


These plains are not your battlo-field for o\cr , 

That glassy deep was never made for yon , 

These mountains were not hniU for you to shiver , 

These buds «e not for your rude hands to straw 

1 

Flee and give bock to earth its verdant gladness, 

The early freshness of its unsoilcd dew, 

Tako hence your sackcloth, with its stormy sadness , 
And let those wrinkled skies their youth renew 

Give hack that day of days, tho seventh and fairest. 
When, like a gem new*aot, earth flung afar 
Her glory, of creation’s gems the rarest. 

Sparkling in beauty to each kindred star 

Come hack, thou holy love, so rudely banished, 

When evil came, and bate, uml tear, .inrl wrong , 
Hetum, thou joyous light, so quickly vanished , 
Bevive, thou life that death hath qucuched so long 1 

Jte-fiz, re-knit tho chain so harshly broken. 

That bound this lower orb to yon bright heaven , 
ang out on high the ever-golden token, 

That tells of earth renewed and man forgiven. 
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HOW LONG 


Withdraw the veil that has for ages hidden 
Th<it upper kingdom from this nether sphere ; 
Bcncw the fellowship so long forbidden , 

O God, thyself take up thy dwelling here I 
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A I^ITTLK WHII.E. 


Bktohd the smiling and the weeping 
T shall be soon , 

Beyond the waking and the sleeping. 
Beyond the sowing and the leaping, 

I shall be soon. ^ 

liove, rest, and home I 
Sweet hope ! 

liOrd, tarry not, but come. 

Beyond the blooming and the fading, 
1 shall be soon , 

Beyond the shining and the shading. 
Beyond the hoping and the dreading, 
1 shall be soon. 

Iiove, rest, and home I 
Sweet hope 1 

IiOTd, taxxy not, bat come. 
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A uin^iiE w'niTj. 


Beyond the rising and the setting 
I sliall bo soon , 

Beyond the calming and the fretting. 

Beyond remembering nud forgetting, 

1 shall be soon 

r 

Love, rest, and liomc > 

Sweet hope ! 

Lord, tarry not, but come 

Beyond the gathering and the stiowing 
I shall be soon , 

Beyond the ebbing and the flowing, 

Beyond the coming and the going, 

I shall be soon. 

Love, rest, and home I 

Sweet hopo 1 

Lord, tarry not, but come. 

Beyond the parting and the meeting 
1 shall be suun 

Beyond the farewell and the greeting, 

Beyond this jiuIbc’s fcvcr-heating, 

I shall ho soon 

Love, rest, and homo ! 

Sweet hope ! 

Lord, tarry not, but come. 



A UlTLK WntLS 


Beyond the frost-cham and the fever 
I shall be soon , 

Beyond the rock<vasto and tlic river, 
Beyond t^o over and the never, 
Tfsliall be soon 

I 

Love, rest, and home ! 

Sweet hope 1 

Lord, tony not, but come. 
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NOT VERT PAR. 

SmuELT, yon Leaven, where angels see God's face, 
Is not so distant as we deem, 

From this low earth ? ’Tie but n little space, 

The narrow crossing of a slender stream , 

*Tib hut a veil, whijjn winds might blow aside : 
Yes, those are all that us of earth divide, 

From the bnght dwelling of the glorified, 

The Land of which I dream t 

These peaks a^e nearer heaven thim earth below, 
These hills are higher than they seem ; 

Tis not the clouds they touch, nor the soft brow 
Of the u'er-buuding azure as we deem. 

'Tis the blue fiuor of Leaven that they up-bear ; 
And like some old and wildly rugged stair, 

They lift us to the land where all is fair, 

The Land of whicli 1 dream 1 

Tiicsc ocean waves, in their unmeasured sweep, 
Are brighter, bluer than they seem , 

True image here of the celestial deep> 

Fed from the fulness of the unfailmfi stream, — 



KOT VERY FAB. 
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Heaven’s glassy sea of everlasting rest, 

With not a breath to stir its silent breast, 

The sea that laves the land where all ore blest, 

The Land o( which I dream I 

^\.nd these keen stars, the bridal gems of Night, 

Are purer, lovelier than they seem , 

Filled from the inner fountain of deep light. 

They pour down heaven's own beam , 
Cloar-speaking from tbeir throne of glorious blue, 

III accents ever ancient, over new, 

Of the glad home above, beyond our view, 

The Land of which I dream I 

This hfe of ours, those lingering years of earth. 

Are briefer, swifter than they seem ; 

A little while, and the great second birth 

Of time shall come, the prophet's ancient theme ! 
Then Ho, the King, the Judge at lengtli shall come. 
And for this desert, where wc «adly roam, 

Shall give the kingdom for our endless home, 

The Land of which 1 dream I 



G6 


THE EVERLASTING MEM'OKIAL. 

I 


Up and away, liko the dew of the morning, 

Soaring fnini earth to home in the 8Uii, — 

So let me eteul away, gently and lovingly. 

Only remembered by what I have done. 

My name and my place and my tomb, all forgotten. 
The bnef race of time well and patiently mn, 

So lot me jiOHs away, peacefally, silently. 

Only remembered by what I have done 

Gladly away from this toil would I hasten. 

Op to the crown that for me has been won ; 

Unthought of by man in rewards or in praises, — 
Only remembered by what I have done. 

Up and away, like the odours of sunset, 

That sweeten the twilight as darkness comes on ; 

Bo be my life, — a thing felt but not noticed, , 

And I but remembered by what 1 have done. 



THE BVERLABTTHQ MEMORIAL 
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Yes, like the fragrance that wanders in freshness, 
When the flowers that it came from are closed up 
and gone, 

So would I bo'to this world’s weary dwellers, 

Only remembhsed by what 1 have done. 

Needs there the praise of the lovo-wntten record, 

The name and the epitaph graved on the stone ? 
The things we have lived for, — let them be our stoiy, 
We ourselves but remembered by what we have 
done. 

I need not be missed, if my life has been bearing 
(As its summer and autumn moved silently on) 
The bloom, and the fruit, and the seed of its season , 
I shall still be remembered by what I have done 

1 need not be missed, if another succeed me. 

To reap down those fields which in spring I have 
sown ; 

lie who ploughed and who sowed is not missed by the 
reaper, 

He IB only remembered by what be has done. 
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THE EVERLA8TIEO MEUORTAI. 


Not myaelf, but the truth that in life I have spoken, 
Not myself, but the seed that in life I have sovn, 
Shall pass on to ages , all about me forgotten, 

Save the truth I have sjKiken, the ‘tilings I have 
done 

So let my living be, so bo my dying ; 

So let my name lie, unbla/oned, unknown ; 
Unpraised and unmissed, I ehall still be remembered; 
Yes, — ^but remembered by what I have done. 
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• OUR ONE LIFE 

*Tis not for man to tnflo * Lifo ib brief, 

And Bin la hero 

Our ago ia but tho falling of a leaf, 

A dropping tear. 

Wo have no time to sport away the hours, 

All must be earnest m a world hke ours 

Not many hves, but only one have we, 

One, only one , 

How sacred should that one life ever be, 

That narrow span 1 

Day after day filled up with bleaaed toil. 

Hour after hour still bringing in now spoil. 

Out being is no shadow of thin air, 

No vacant dream. 

No fable of the things that never were, 

But only seem. 

'Tie full of meaning as of mystery, 

Tho* strange and solemn may that meaning be. 
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OUa OKE LIFE. 


Oar sorrows aro no phantom of the night, 

No idle tale ; 

No cloud that floats along a sky of light, 

» 

On summer gale. 

They are the true realities of eart^i, 

Friends and companions oven from our birth 

O life below, — bow brief, and poor, and sad I 
One heavy sigh. 

0 life above, — how long, how fair, and glad ; 

An endless joy. 

Oh, to be dona with daily dying here ; 

Oh, to begin the living in yon sphere ! 

O day of time, how dark I 0 sky and earth. 
How dull your hoe , 

O day of Christ, how bright I O sky and earth, 
Made fair and new I 

Come, better £don, with thy fresher green ; 
Come, brighter Salem, gladden all the scene I 
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THE CONSOLATION 


The stonn has broken, and the heavy blast, 

That stifled mom’s free breath and shook its dev, 

Is dying into sunshine , and the lost 
Gold cloud has vanished from yon arch of blue. 

I know it 18 but for a day ; the war 

Mwt soon be waged again ’tvixt earth and heaven ; 

Anomer tempest will arise to mar 

The tranquil beauty of the fragrant even. 

And yet I joy as storm on storm awakes , 

Not that I love the uproar or the gloom , 

But in each Tempest over earth that breaks, 

I count one fewer outburst yet to come. 

No groan creation heaves is breathed in vain, 

Nor e’er shall be repeated ; it is done. 

Once heaved it never shall he heaved again; 

Earth’s pangs and throes ore lessening one by one 
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THE COXnOLATlON. 


So falls the stroke of sottow, anil ao springs 
Strange joy and comfort from tlic' very gnef, 
TUvcn to the weariest sufferer , ho brings 
Each heavy burden still its own relief 

One cross the less reniaiiis for me to boar , 
Already borne is that of yc'^terday , 

That of to-day hliall no to-morrow share , 
To-morroiv’s with itself, sli.ill p.iss away. 

That which is added to the troubled past 
Is taken from the future, whose sad store 
Grows less and less c ith day, till soon the last 
Dull wave of woe shall break upon our shore. 

The stoiiii that yesterday plough’d up the sea 
Is buried now beneath its level bine , 

One ^torm the lower now remains lor me, 

Ere sky and earth are made for over now. 
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• . THE REAL 


Therb are no dreams beyond tbe tomb ; 

The night of dreams is o’er ^ 

'Tis only liero they go and come, 

On this dull, shadowy shore. 

When wo ansa from off this restless couch 
Of wconncBB and pain, 

When death awakes us with his stony touch 
Never to sleep again 

Then sliadows vanish , the invisible 
Rises before our view , 

On every side comes up the rral, 

The certain, and the true 

And when the morn of moms shall come, 
The resurrection day. 

Then yet more real shall all become. 

And shadows pass away. 
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THE HEAL. 


IIow true nnd great that world must be, 
How false, how little this I 
Han sees not what he seems to see, 

He seems not what he is 

I 

Here is the hollow and untrue ; 

This IS the night of dreams ; 

Thickly overspread with mist and dew, 
Karth is not what it seems 

But morn is coming with its light, 

To chose each shade and ill, 

Then timpl vam beauty shall take flight, 
Like rainbow from the hilL 

And truth rotumeth from on high ; 

Gone IB the night of dreams, 

Gone is the shadow and the Le , 

Eaith shall be what it seema. 
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. NOT HERE 

4 

• 

Softly the winds were fanning this fresh cheek, 
When heedless boyhood loved to dream and stray ; 
I loved earth's skies, nor deemed then sod or bleak , 
Its fields seemed still to breathe of joyous May. 

I said, what bettor borne shall this heart seek ? 

Here let me dwell for aye 

Cold winter smote, frosts nipt, sore temjieBts broke. 
And the dork cloud shut out the beauteous day , 
The fair flower penshed, and the blast’s rude shock 
Struck the strong pine, and swept its pride away , 
My fond dream passed, I said as I awoke, 

" T would not live alway." 

Yet would I not turn back, nor faint, nor sigh, 

Nor shun the war, nor murmur at the doom, 

1 see the beacon-light of yonder sky, 

Beyond the earth and sea, beyond tho tomb 1 
And then I say, “ 0 Saviour, ever nigh, 

Light me through this cold gloom." 
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NOT NOW. 


DATS come and go, 

In joy or woe , 

Oayti go and come, 

In endlesH Buiii. 

Only the eternal day 
Shall come but never go. 
Only tbe eternal tide 

Shall never ebb but How. 

« 

O long eternity. 

My soul goes forth to thee I 


SuuB set and rise 
In these dull ski<^. 

Suns rise and sot. 

Till men forget. 

The dtvy is at the door. 

When they shall nse no more. 
O evcrieutxng Sun, 

Whose race is never run, 

Be thou my endless light. 
Then shall I fear no night 1 
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E^KTH’S BEAUTY 


WniiiE the wave murmurs not, 
Wbcre the gust edilios not, 

Where the stream rushes not, 

Where the chiF shadows not. 

Where the wood darkt'ns not, 

1 would not l>e * 

Bright tho* tho heavens were, 

Bich tho' the flowers there, 

Sweet tho* the fragrant air, 

And all as Eden fair, 

Yet as a dweller there, 

I would not be I 

O wave and breeze mid rill and rock and wood, 
W 08 it not God himself that called you good t 
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LIGHT’S TEAGIIINOS. 

The light is ever silent , 

It calls up voices over sea and earth, 

And fills the glowing uir with harmonieB, 

The lark’s gay chant, the note of forest-dove,^ 

The lamh’s ([Uick hlcat, and tho hoe’s earnest hum, 
The sea-hird’s winged wad upon the wave. 

It wakes the voice of childhood, soft and clear , 
The city’s fioisy rush, the village-stir. 

And the world’s mighty murmur that had sunk, 
For a short hour to sleep upon the down 
That darkness spreads for wearied limbs and eyes 
But still it sounds not, speaks not, whispen not 1 
Not one faint throb of its vast pulse is beard 
By creatnrc-car. How silent is the light I 
Even when of old it waken'd Memnon’s lyre, 

It breathed no music of its own ; and still. 

When at sweet sunnse, on its golden wings, 

It brings the melodies of dawn to man. 

It scatters them m silence o’er the earth. 



UGHT'a I'KACHIKQB. 
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The light is ever silent , 

It sparkles on morn's million gems of dew, 

It flings itself into the shuwcr of noun, 

It weaves its gold into the cloud of sunset, — 

Yet not a souild is heard , it dashes full 
On yon broad rock, yet not an echo answers , 

It lights in myriad drops upon the flower, 

Yet not a blossom stirs, it docs not move 
The slightest film of floating gossamer, 

Which the faint touch of insect's wing would shiver. 

The hght is over silent , 

Most silent of all heavenly silences , 

Not even the darkness stiller, not so still , 

Too swift for sound or speech, it rushes on 
Bight through the yielding skies, a massive flood 
Of multitndinous beams ; an endless sea, 

That flows but ebbs not, breaking on the shore 
Of this dark earth, with never-ceasing wave, 

Yet m its swiftest flow, or fullest spring-tide, 
Giving less sound than does one falling blossom, 
Which the May-breeze lays lightly on the sword 

Such let my life bo here ; 

Not marked by noise but by success alone ; 
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UaBT’S TKAOHIHC.B 


Not known by bustle but by useful deeds, 
Quiet and gentle, clear and fair as light , 

Yet full of its all-pcnctraling puuur, 

Its silent but Tosistless influence , 

Making no needless sound, yet evtir working, 
Hour after hour, upon a needy world ! 

Sunshine is over calm ; 

There are no teiupests in yon sea of beams, 
That bright Pacific on whose peaceful bosom 
All happy things como floating down to us 
Light has no hun icane, no angry blast, 

No turbid torrent laying waste our plains 

« 

Mom after mom goes by, and the fresh light 
Fours in upon the darkness, yet no storm 
Awakes, no eddy stirs the tranquil glow , 

No crested billow rises, and no foam 
Drifting along, tells of some tumult past. 

Sunshine is ever strong; 

No blast can break or bend one single ray ; 

In seven-fold strength it faces wave and wind ; 
Heedless of their opposing turbulence, 

It passes through them in its quiet power 
Unruffled, and unbroken, and unbent. 
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No miglit of armies, and no nigo of I'loiijis, 

Can turn aside one suiihenm from ils patli, 

Or bate its speed, or torc^* it rtg/nn 
To the fitr fobntuiii-licad liom wbeiicu it came 

t 

• 

SiiiishiiiG is e\cr pure; 

No .irt of man tan rob it of its boaiilj' 

Xor slniii its niipollulL'd bi'nveulinix-^ 

It IS tlic fanost, piirobl tlnng in Ti.itiiie, 

Fit typo of that fair hoaxi ii mIkio all is ]>iire, 

And into wliivli no evil thing can oiitor, 

Where darkness (oiik's not, mIiijc no bliadon tails, 
Wbero niglit and <>ni can huic no di\c‘lbng-x>]ai c 

Sunsliino is over joyous , 

Its birtli-placo is in yon bright mb -vrlueli fliiigi 
O'er cliOT and vole, its xxcalth of rosy smiles 
Each sunbeam Bcems the very soul of joy , 

No sadness soils it , scattering gbulsomcucss. 

Like a bright angel, onward still it mci\c& 

The very churchyard hnghtens as the lay 
Alights upon its tomhstono, and tlio tiiif 
Seems strangely heaving to the inili.int glow. 

As if forc-dating the expected sunrise, 

When, at the first gleam of the Moming-Stnr 

F 
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rMfii^a TEAcnivoB 


Tbti fiutliful grave shall render up its treasure, 
And sunshine, such as earth has never known, 
Shull fill these skies with mirth, and smiles, and 
beauty, 

Erasing each sod wrinkle from thhir brow, 

Which the long corsu had deeply graven there. 



THE NIGHT AND THE MORNING 


To dream a troiiljlcd dream, and then awaken 
To the soft gladness of a suinincr sky 

To dream ouraolvcs aluno, uiilnved, fitreakcn, 

And then to wake 'mid siuiles, and love, and joy 

To look at evening on the storm's rude motion, 

The cloudy tumult of the fretted deep , 

And then at day-hurst upon that same oc»aD, 

Soothed to the stillness of its stillest sleep, — 

So runs our course, so tells the church her story. 

So to the end shall it be over told ; 

Bnef shame on earth, but alter sbomo the glory. 
That wanes not, dims not, never waxes old 

Lord Jesus, come, and end this troubled dreaming ! 
Dork shadows vanish, rosy twilight break ' 

Horn of the true and real, burst forth, colra-heaming 
Bay of the beautiful, anse, awake 1 
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IIOPK OP DAT. • 


Tim. the day dawu, 

And tho Day-Btnr arise, 

Tanier, O kceji Ihy sun, 

Thy fcchln, l.iHhlusa ouu * 

O friiidc him tliFoiigh thu u.iste, 

Till thu loni^ glunin he piist 
It IS a night uf fenr , 

. 7 'he path ut maglt and dr^ar , 

(ylouds irowu, blasts rush along, 

Tho tempests gather strong , 

Strange penis compass me. 

Of flood, fire, rock, and sea; 

Yet I, 111 loneliness, 

Would fain still onward press 
O felt and known, but yot unseen, be nigh ; 
U loved and longed for, hoar each hidden sigl 
Leave me not, struggling thus, to sink and di 

Till the day dawn. 

And the Day-star orue. 
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0 Saviour, let thy lovo, 

Down dropping from a1x>ve, 

This withered soul iiuew 
With thy flower-fre‘'lieiiing dew I 

0 nevor-rhaiigiiig Friend, 

M3' fuiliiig sicps attend , 

Hold thou Tiie u]i, and so 

1 shall pusH j-.ifel}' Hirongh 
Still Ivee]! mo at tliy side 
Thou who for mo ha«t died, 

0 light mo ou my way, 

My joy, my Bhoiigth, my utny 
0 claep mo closer to thy pierced side, 

Thou wlio lor me the death of deaths has died ; 

Jiflt not this staggering laith be too too sorely tried 

Till the day dawn, 

And the Duy-stai arise, 

Spirit of gentle love, 

Thou tempest-calming dove, 

Como, and within me dwell, 

Come, and all gloom disjicl. 

Most blessed Comforter, 

My weary footsteps cheer. 

0 light and lamp dmne, 
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HOFB OF 1>AY. 


Upon my midnight shino, 

Better thiin star or moon, 

Brighter than day's bright noon, 

O let thy joyous ray 
Turn all my night to day 
When thou art absent, even my joy is sad, 

When thoii art with mo, cvon my grief is glad ; 
Let not thy silence now sorrow to sorrow add. 

Till the day dawn, 

And the Day-stur arise, 

Church of the living God, 

Pursue thy upward road ; 

Look not behind nor stray 
From the well-trodden way. 

Be not ashamed to bear 
Thy cross on earth, nor fear 
Beprooch and poverty, 

For him who died for thcc. 

With girdcil loins press on, 

Till the rowaid is won. 

Think of thy absent Lord, 

Hold fast thy plightod word. 

Boff not <hy weeds of widowhood, nor fear 
To let the world, thro' which thou passest, hear 
The widow’s cry, and see the widow's faithful tc'ir 
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DAY-SPRING 


The loving mom. is springing 
From night’s unloving gloom ; 

And earth seems now arising 
In beauty from the tomb. 

See daylight far above us. 

Tinging each cdoudy wreath, 

Fre it showers itself m splendpur 
Upon the plain beneath 

*Tis sparkling on the mountain peak, 
'Tib huixying down the vale, 

*Tis bursting thro* the forest-boughs, 
*Tib freshening in the gale. 

*Tia mingling with the river’s smilcu 
'Tis glistenmg in the dew, 

*Ti 8 flmgmg for its silver net, 

O'er ocean's braided blue. 



"ris liliislimg o’er tlic meadow's gold, 
'Tis« alighting on the flower. 
Unfolding every gentle bud 
To tile gladness of tliu hour. 

• 

'Tib gilding the old tuiii’b muss, 

'Tin gleaming from tin; epiiu , 

And thru' tlie urunihliiig i\ iiidoiv-Rhafts 
It Blioots its liiiiig file 

'Tia quiveiiug in the village-smuke. 
That curls the low roof o'er , 

It beats against the castle gate. 

And at the cottage dour 

O’er the church-yaid it is restiuv. 

On stone, and grass, and mould , 
Giving voice to each grey tombstone 
As to Memuon’s harp of old 

O the gay burst of beauty 
That IS fliisbiug over earth. 

And calling fortli its niilbone 
To holy mom mg mirth 1 



DAY-Sl'RIXO. 


no 


Tet look -wo for a fei mr ise 
More buiuitiful tLnn ilns , 

And watcL rvi' for a tlawnm^ 

Of purer Ij^ht and 
* 

■ 

W lieu .1 far f<iirer morning 
O’ei greener lulls shall nso. 

Ami a far fresher siiulight 
T.onk dow ii fiuiii bluer skies. 

Is not ereatum vieary 

]Ius sin not Teigued too long 
Hear, I^ord, tliy Church’s pleading. 
Come, end her day ot wiong I 



90 


DUST TO DUST. 


Dust receive tliy kindred 1 
ISarili take now thine own ! 

To thee tine trust le rendered ; 

Tn thee this seed is sown 

Guard the precious treasuxe, 
£vor-faithful tomb I 

Kee^ it all unrided, 

TUI the Master come. 

Tune's tide of chan^ and uproar 
Breaks above thy head , 

feet of restless nullious 
O'er thy chambers tread 

Earthquakes, whirlwmds, tempests, 
Tear the quivering ground . 

Voices, trumpets, thunders 
Fill the air around. 



SDBT TO DCnrF. 


Boar of ragmg battle > 

Shout, and shiLek, and wail. 

Startle even the brav^t, 

Tnm the fresh cheek pale 

a 

Torrent rolled on torrent, 
Bursts o'er bank and bar. 

Sweeping down our valleys 
Swells the rising war. 

Billow meeting billow. 

Beats the shattered strand, 

Bousing ooean-cchocB. 

Shaking sea and land. * 

But these sounds of terror 
Fierce not this low tomb , 

Nor break the happy slumbers 
Of this quiet home. 

Couch of the tranquil slumber 
For the weaiy brow ; 

Best of the faint and toiling. 
Take this loved one now. 



IH*»T TO DtJHT. 


Turf of the Khnilcd churchyard. 
Warder of tho clay, 

Watch tho toil-woni ulceper, 
Till till* awnkin" day 

• 

Watch the well-loved aleeiier. 
Guard that placul ii)rin. 

Fold around it gently, 

Shield it fiom al.irm. 

Clasp it kindly, fondly. 

To cherish not destroy ; 

Clasp it as tho inothoi 
Ciasiis her nestling joy. 

Guard tlie precious troasure. 
Fver faithful tomb : 

Keep it all unrifled 
Till the Master comei. 



^RTSE AK1> DEPART 


BrRTIIHI- V, .'ll I»<‘, 

Lilt us ga honce ' 

DcAlcd, polluted thus, 

Thie IS no borne for us , 

Till eorfcb is purified. 

We may not bcro abide 
Wo wore not bom for earth 
The city of our birtb, 

The butter paradise, 

Is for above tliuso skies 
Upward then let us so.ir, 
Cleaving to dust no more 1 

Brethren, arise, 

Ijct us go hence I 

Ueath and the grave are here. 
The sick-bed and the bicr. 
The children of the tomb 
May love this kindred gloom ; 
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AniKK ni&PAHT 


liut wo tlio (loathlc'Mcs band, 
Mubt 86ck ilio death Icbs land 
Thu mortal liuru may rove, 
Tlie immortal dwell above 
Here we can only die, • ' 
Let UB aacciid on high. 

Urothrou, uribo. 

Let 11 B go hence ! 

For we ore weary here 
The ever-falling tear, 

Tho over-swelling sigh. 

The TOiTow over nigh. 

The Bin still flowing on, 
Creations ceaneleBS groan. 
The tumult near and far, 
The imivorsal war, 

The sounds that never ceoae 
These ore our weanness I 

Brethren, axiee. 

Let us go hence I 

This IB not cur abode ; 

Too far, too far from God 1 
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The angels dwell not here ; 
There falls not on the ear 
The cYCTlasling song, 

From the celestial throng 
'Tis diSconl here alone, 

Kurth'a molody is gone , 

Ifer harp lies broken now, 

Her praise has ceased to How ! 

brethren, arise, 

Let 118 go hence f 

Tho New Jerusalem, 

Like a resplendent gem, 

r 

Sends down its heavenly light. 
Attracting oiir dull sight 
I r>eo the bright ones wait 
At each fair pearly gate ; 

I hear their voices call , 

I see the jasper wall. 

The clear translucent gold, 
The glory all untold I 

Prethren, onse. 

Let ns go hence 1 



AlllSI AVI> r*FPAIlT 


WL.it .in o.iitli’n jo^h auil 
Wli.it aic its diaJcms*^ 

Out « nn\ ii-' arc w ailing us 
Within our F.il hoi's house. 
Our frioiuls .ihove the sk 
Arc hiJdiiig II'' til ISO, 

Our LoiJ, ho otills away 
To boi'nes of hwcolor ildy 
Thtiu this b«ul earth Cdu know 
Let us arise and go I 
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THE KINGDOM 


PiSACE 1 Efirtirri last battle has been won ; 

Its days of conflict now arc o'er , 

Tbe Prince of peace the throne, 

And war has ceased from shoio to shoie 

Best I the world’s day of toil past , 
Bach storm is hashed above, below. 
Creation's joy has come at lost, 

After BIX thousand years of woe 

Messiah reigns I earth's king has come ' 
Its diadems are on lus brow, 

Its rebel kingdoms have become 
His everlasting kingdom now. 

This earth again is Paradise , 

Tbe desert blossoms as the rose , 
Clothed in its robes of bridal bliss. 
Creation has forgot its woes. 


o 



TFfP RTNGilOV. 


0, long-cxpcctcil, dbbcnt long, 

Star of cTcation’e troubled gloom * 

Let hcuven and carlli break forth in BOng, 
Messiah 1 Saviour ! art thou come ? 

4 

a 

For thou hast bought us with thy blood, 
And thou wast slam to set us free , 
Thou mad’st us kiiig^ and pucsts to God, 
And wo shall reign on earth with thee 1 
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NEW^LY FALT^KN' ASL.FEP. 


PAa'r all pain, for ever, 

Done with sickness iiuw , 
lict mo close thine eyes, mother, 
Xiot me smooth thy brow. 

Host and health and gladness ; 

These thy portion now , 

Xiet mo press thy hand, mother, 
Ziet me kiss thy brow 

Eiyes that ^all never weep : 
Itife’s tears all shed. 

Its farewells said, — 

Theso shall he thme I 

All well with thee , 

O, would that they were mine ! 

. A brow without a shade ; 

Sach wrinkle smoothed, 
£aoh throbbing soothed. 
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IkKW 1 V 1 AM ^ AStEEP. 


That sliall he thine * 

All well with thee , 

O, ivciuld that it were mine I 

A tongue that Btammcr>» 

In tuneful praibe, 

Through cmlleba days. 

That shall bo thine ’ 

All well with thee , 

O, would that it were mine t 

A voice that troinblos not ; 

All quivering post, 

Death's sigh the last , 

That shall bo thine ' 

All well with thee 
O, would that it were mine 1 

Dunbs that shall never tire, 

Nor ask to rest. 

In service blest , 

These sliall be thine I 
All well with thee , 

0, would that they were mine 1 
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A frame that cannot aclic , 
Hlarth’s lalionrs done, 
Life’s battle vron , 

Th&t shall be thine 1 

All well With thee j 
O, would that it wcio iniiiu I 

A heart that flutters not , 

No timid throb, 

No quick-breathed sob , 
That shall be thino I 
All well with thee ; 

0, would that it were mine I 

A will that swerveth not. 

At irowu or smile, 

At threat or wile; 

That shall he tlune I 
All well with thee , 

O, would that it wero mine I 

A soul still upward bent. 

On higher flight, 

With wing of light ; 
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N pn I.\ F VI I.FII ASr.lSEF, 


'i'liat shall he thtne > 

All w oil with thee , 

O, wouUl tliivt it woru mine ! 

Hoars without frot ot cure / 
Tho race vvoll run, 

'riio prize Avoll won , 

These shall bo tliiiie ! 

All violl with thee , 

O, wouUl that they vvcie nimo • 

Hays without toil or giicl , 
Time's burdens home, 
With strength well-worn , 
These shall bo thino * 

All well with thee , 

O, would that they were mine ! 

Hest without broken dreams, 

Or wttkefal fears, 

Or hidden tears. 

That shall be thino f 

All well with thee, 

O, would that it were mine I 
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Life that shall fear iiu death ; 
fTod’s life .ihuvc, 

Of light and love , 

'ri.fit bhall bo thiiio ' 

All Avull A\ith thee. 

• ' 

(), vroiild that it were mine I 

Morn IhiiL bhall light the tomb, 
And call from du^t 
Tlio slumbering just , 
That shall be thine I , 

All well with thee , 

G, would that it were name I 
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THE FLESH RESTINO IN HOPE 


" Tho ('riiVD iH mmo Iuiumc I Iiavu iniule my bcfl in tho durk- 
iiL't’i . . tha clods of tbo vulluy sli ul bo swoet unto him 
Jub xTii 13, XXI 33 


Ijik down, frail body, here, 

Earth has no fairer bod, 

No gentler pillow to afford , 

Come, rest tliy homc-eick head 

Lie down, “ vile body,"* boro, 

This mould is smoothly strowu, 

No couch of floMors more softly spread ; 
Como, make tins grave thine oivn. 

Lie down witli all thy aches, 

There is no aching hero ; 

How soon shall all thy life-long ills 
For over disappear. 


Fl>Il.ui 21 
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Thn/ tlicsc \\cll-"iiardorl gates 
No fiM* c.iii (Mil ranee gain , 

No BiekuobS wastes, nor once intriidi s 
Tlio inuTiiory of pain 

I 

N 

The tossings of the night. 

The frettiiigs of Iho day, 

All end, and, like a clond of dnwn, 

ATult from thy skies away 

Foot-sore and worn thon art, 

BroathlebS with toil and fight, 

How welcome now the long-songht sleep 
Of this all-ironiiuil night 

Brief night and qniot couch 
In some star-lighted room. 

Watched hut by one beloved eye, 

Whoso light dispels all gloom , — . 

A sky without a cloud, 

A sea without a wave, — 

These ore but shadows of thy re t 
In this thy peaceful grave. 
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’Hi]- (MiSll KKHIINO IN HOVEi 


Scfit for tlio toiling hand, 

Hcfit for llio tlionglit-worn brow, 

Host for tho weary ay-sore feet, 

Host from all labour now 

Host for tho fe\cied brain, 

Heet for the 1 hrobbing eye , 

Thro' thoKO i^iairhed lips of thine no more, 
Shall pass tlio mo.iii or sigh. 

Soon shall the tiump of God 
Give out the welcome sound. 

That shakes thy silent uhambcr-WBlls 
And breaks the turf-scaled ground 

Te dwellers in tho dust. 

Awoke, come forth, and sing , 

Sharp has your frost of winter been. 

But bright shall he your spring. 

'Twas sown in weakness here , 

'Twill then be raised in power. 

That which was sown an earthly seed. 
Shall rise a heavenly flower. 
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REST 


XoT long, not long I Tlio spint-wasting fovor 
Of tins Btrango lifo Blinll quit each throbbing vom ; 

And tins wild pulse Ooiv pl.u'idly for ovor , 

And endless peace rolicvo Ibo burning brain. 

Earth’s jojs are but a dream , its destiny 
Is but decay and death Its fairest form 

iiiunsluiio and shadow mixed. Its brightest day 
A rainbow braided on Uie wreaths of storm 

Yet there is blessedness that ebangeth not , 

A rest with Ood, a life that cannot die : 

A bettor portion, and a bnghter lot , 

A home with Christ, a heritage on high. 

Hope for the hopeloss, for the weary rest. 

More gentle than the still repose of even I 

J oy for the joyless, bliss for the unblest , 

Homes for the desolate in yonder heaven I 
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The tempest malvos rotnrning calm more dear, 

I'lic (hirkest inidiii^lit makes the brightest star, 
Tlveii bO to us IN hell all is ended here, 
ifihall bu lliu past, remembered from af.ir 

* 

Then Meluonie eluiimo and death ' Siuco these alone 
Can break life’s futtem, and dissolve its spell , 
Welcome nil present change, which bpueds us on 
So swift to th.it which IS uiiLlian liable. 
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A PTL,n RIM’S SONG 


A FFW inoro years sliall roll, 

A few luoio so>u»uiit> come . 

And wo eliall be with those that re^^t, 
A sloop within the tomb 
Then, () iiij Lord, prepare 

soul for that gieat day, 

O wash me in thy precious blood, 
And take my sms away. 

A few more stins shall set 

0*er these dark hills of time , 

And w'o shall be where suns are not, 
A f.ir serener dime 
Then, O my Lord, prepare 
My Bonl for that blest day , 

O wash me in thy precious blood. 
And take my sins away. 
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A FIIjORIM S RONO. 


A few more storms sliall lieat 
On tins wild rocky shore , 

And we shall he where tempests cease. 
And sur^s swell no more. 

Then, O my Lord, prepare , 

My soul fur that calm day , 

O wash me in thy precious blood. 

And take my sins away 

A few more struggles here, 

A few more partings o’er, 

A few more toil*<, a low more tears, 
And we shall weep no luore 
Then, O my Lonl, prepare 
My soul for that blest day , 

O wash me in tliy procious blood. 

And take my sms away. 

A few more Sabbaths hero 
Shall cheer us on our way , 

And we shall reach the endless rest. 
The eternal Sabbath-day.* 

* Ths old liatin hymn exprooBos this well — 

* llHc nee Mhliato 
Snceedlt ralibBtiini, 

Perpes Istitle 
SaMwtteeiitliiiii.'' 
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Then, O my Xiord, prepare 
My Boul for that Bweet day , 

O wash mo in thy precious blood, 

And tako my sins away. 

*Tis but a littlo while 

And ITo shall come ngaiii. 

Who died that wc might live, who livo'i 
That wo with Him may reign 
Then, O my Lonl, xiroparo 
My soul for that ghul day , 

O wash me in thy prccioub blood, 

And tako my aiiis away 
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QUia SEl*AIt\l*IT 

. • 

Tis tlius llioy pros-j ilio )itinil ainl pari, 
Tlius haK' iliov liiil f.ijowoll 

Yut Htill thoy eoiniimm*, lieart with lieir^L 
Liiikctl by a m'\ct-lm.lveii I’haiu 

Still one III life ami mie lu tle.itli, 

One in tlioir Jioj^'o ol n '-t .ibove, 

On© in thoir joy, tbcnr Iru'-I, lln.ii laith. 
One in each utLiur’i> laitliful lu\e. 

Yot must they Jifirt, and jiiirtin;?, ii eep , 
What clfo liaa oai lli tor them in store ? 

Choso farewell luui^, how sltarp and deep, 
Tliebe farewell ivurds, liow sad and sore 1 

Yet shall they meet again in peace. 

To Bing the song of festal joy. 

Where none shall bid their gladness cease. 
And none their fellowship destroy. 
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Where none shall bccknn them away, 

Nor bid their festival bo done ,* 

Their meeting-time the eternal day, 

Their meeting-place tho eternal throne;^ 

I . 

There, hand, in hand, firm linked at lust, 
And, heart to heart, enfolded all, 
Thoyll smile upon the troubled past, 

And wonder why they wept at all. 

Then let them press the band and part, 
Tho dearly loved, the fondly loving, 
Still, still in spirit and in heart, 

Tho undivided, nnremoving 


* *' Ibi foMtiTitoa aine fine "-^Avffuthnt 



PAR BETTER. 


O SAFE at home, where the dark tempter roams not , 
Ilow I have cuvicd thy far happier lot ! 

Already resting where the evil comes not, 

I'lio tear, tlio toil, the woe, the sin forgot 

O safe in port, whero the rough billow breaks not, 
Where the wild sea-moan saddens thee no more , 

Where the remorseless stroke ol tempest shakes not 
When, when shall I too gam that tranquil shore 

0 bright, amid the brightness all eternal , 

When shall I breathe with tbeo the purer air. 

Air of a land whose climo is over vernal, 

A land without a Hcrpcnt or a snare 

Away, above those scenes of guilt and folly. 

Beyond this desert's heat and dreariness, 

Safe in the city of tho over-holy. 

Let me make haste to join thy eorher hhss. 



FAB BBTTSB. 


115 


Another battle fought, and oh, not lost, — 

Telle of the ending of this fight and thrall, 

Another ridge of time’s lone moorland cross'd, 

Gives nearer prospect of the jasper wall 

I . 

Just gone Within the veil, where I shall follow, 

Not for before me, hardly out of sight, — 

1 down beneath thee in tlus cloudy liollow, 

And thou above mo on you sunny height 

Gone to begin a new and happier story, 

Thy bitterer talo of earth now told and done , 

These outoc shadows for that inner glory 
I'lxchanged for ever — O thrice blessed one ' 

freed from fetters of this lonesome prison, 

How 1 shall greet thee in that day of days, 

When he who died, yea rather who is risen. 

Shall these frail frames from dust and darkness raise. 
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WANDERING DOWN 


T Au wandenng down life’s shady path. 
Slowly, slowly, wandenng down , 

I am wandenng down life’s rugged path, 
Slowly, slowly, wandenng down 

Mom, witli its store of buds and dew , 
Lies far behind me now , 

Mom, with its wealth of song and light, 
Lies far behind me now. 

’Tis the mellow flush of sunset now, 

*Tib the shadow and the cloud , 

'Tib the dimness of the dying eve, 

'Tie the shadow and the cloud. 

*Ti 8 the dreamy haze of twilight now, 
'Tis the hour of silent trust ; 

'Tis the solemn hue of fading skies, 

*Tis the time of tranquil trust. 
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The pleasant heights of hreezy life, 
The pleasant heights are past , 

The sunny slopes of buoyant life, 

■ 

The sunny slopes are past. 

I • 

I shall rest in yon low Talley soon, 
There to sleep my toil away , 

1 shall rest m yon sweet ToUuy soon, 
There to sleep my tears away 

One little hour will sootho away 
Time’s months of care and pam ; 
One quiet hour will dream away 
Time's years of care and pom 

Laid sido by side with those 1 love, 
How calm that rest shall bo 1 
Laid Bide by side with those I love. 
How soft that sleep shall be I 

1 shall rise and put on glory 
When the great mom shall dawn ; 
1 shall rise and put on beauty 
When the glad mom shall dawn. 
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wanderiku down. 


I shall mount to you fair city, 

Tho dwelling of the blest , 

I shall euler yon blight city, 

The palace of the blest 

1 shall meet the many parted ones, 

In that one home of joy , 

Lost love for ever found again, 

In that dear home of joj 

We have shored our earthly sorrows, 
Each with the other here , 

We shall shore our heavenly gladnesti 
Each with tho other there 

We have mingled tears together, 

We shall mingle smiles and song , 
We have mingled sighs together, 

We shall mingle smiles and song. 



THE ROD. 


I ‘nsEP, but do not yield, 

1 mourn, yet still robcl : 

My inmost soul seems steerd. 
Cold and immoveable. 

The wound is sharp and deep ; 
My spirit bleeds within; 

And yet I lie asleep, 

And still I sin, X sin. 

My bruised soul complams 
Of stripes without, within ; 

X feel these piercing pains , 
XTet still I Bin, X sin. 

O'er me the low cloud hung 
Its weight of shade and fear 

Unmoved I pass'd along. 

And still my sin is here. 
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THE ROD. 


7on massive mountain-pealc 
The lightning rends at mil ; 

The rock can melt or break ; 

I am unbroken still. 

f 

My sky was once noon-bright. 
My day was calm the while, 

1 loved the pleasant light. 

The sunshine's happy smile. 

I said, My God, oh, sure. 

This love will kindle mine ; 

Xiot but this calm endure, 

Then nil my heart is thine. 

Alas, I knew it not ! — 

The summer flung its gold 

Of sunshine o'er my lot, 

And yet my heart was cold. 

Trust me with prosperous days, 
I said, O spare the rod ; 

Thee and thy love I'll praise. 
My gracious, patient God. 



Must I lie smitten Lord ? 

Are gentler measures vain 9 
Must I be smitten, Lord ? 

Gan nothing save but pain 9 

Thon trustedat me a while ; 

Alas ! I was deceived ; 

I zevell'd in the smile. 

Yet to the dust I cleaved. 

.Then the fierce tempest broke, 

I knew from whom it came, 

I read in that sharp stroke 
A father's hand and name. 

And yet 1 did Thee wrong , 

Hark thoughts of Tliee came in 
A froward, selfish throng, 

And I allow'd the sin I 

1 did Thee wrong, my God, 

1 wronged thy truth and love, 
I fretted at the tod. 

Against thy power 1 strove. 
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THE llOD. 


T Baicl, My God, at length, 

This stony heart remove, 

Deny all other strength, 

13ut give me strength to love. 

• r 

Gome nearer, nearer still, 

Let not thy light depart , 

Bend, break this stubborn will, 
Dissolve this iron heart 

Less wayward let mo be. 

More pliable and mild , 

In glad simplicity 

More like a trustful child. 

Less, less of self each day, 

And more, my God, of thee ; 

O keep me in the way, 
However rough it be. 

Less of the flesh each day. 

Less of the world and sin ; 

More of thy Son, I pray. 

More of Thyself within. 
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Biper and riper nov, 

£ach hour let me become. 
Less fit for scones below, 

• More fii. for such a home 

I • 

More moulded to Thy will, 
Lord, let Thy serTant be, 
Higher and higher still, 

Liker and liker thee 

Leave nought that is unmeet ; 

Of all that IS mine own 
Strip mo , and so complete 
My training for the throne. 
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STREN'GTII BY THE WAT. 


Jehuh, whilo thifl rough desert-soil 
I tread, bo Thou my guide and Bta}' , 

Nerve me for conflict and for toil , 

TTjihold me on my stranger-way 

Jesus, in heaviness and fear, 

*Mid cloud, and sliado, and gloom 1 stray, 

For earth’s last night is drawing near , 

O cheer me on my stranger-wiiy 

Jesus, in solitude and grief, 

When sun and stars withhold theix ray. 

Make haste, moke haste to my rohef , 

O hglit me on my stranger-way. 

Jesus, in weakness of this flesh, 

When Satan grasps me for his prey ; 

O give me victory afresh , 

And speed me on my stranger-way. 
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JesaB, my righteousneffi and strength, 

My more than life, my more than day ; 
Enng, bring deliverance at length , 

0 come and end my btrongcr way. 
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THE STRANGER SRA-BIRD 


Far from his breezy home of chiT and billow, 

Yon fica-hml folds his win^; , 

Upon the tremnlons bough of this stream-shading 
willow 

He stays his wandering. 

Fanned byfresh leaves, and soothed by blossoms elosing, 
His lullaby the stream, 

A stranger, in bewddored loncljncss reposing. 

He dreams his oecau dream . — 

His dream of ocean-haunts, and ocean-brightness, 
The rock, the wave, the foam. 

The blue above, beneath, the sea-cloud’s trail of 
whiteness, 

Ills unforgotten home 

And he would fly, but cannot, for the shadows 
Of night have barred his way , 

How could he ^rch a path across these woods and 
meadows 

To hiB far sea-home's spray « 
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Dork miles of thicket, swamp, and moorland dreoiy 
Forbid his hopeless flight, 

With plumage soiled, eyo dim, heart faint, and wing 
all weary. 

He waits, foy sun and light 

And I, in this for land, a timid stranger. 

Besting by Time's lone stream. 

Lie dreaming, hour by hour, beset with night and 
danger, 

The Church’s Patmos-dream * — 

The dream of homo possessed, and all home s gladness 
Beyond these unknown hills, 

Of solace after earth’s sore days of Btranger-sadnesB, 
Beside the eternal nils 

Life's exile post, all told its broken story , 

Night, death, and evil gone ; 

I'liis more than Egypt-shome exchanged for Ganaan- 

gWi 

And the bright city won ! 

Gome then, 0 Ghnst 1 earth's Monarch and Bodeomcr, 
Thy glonouB Eden bnng. 

Where I, even I, at lost, no more a trembling dreamer. 
Shall fold my heavy wing. 
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HOPE DEFERRED. 

I 

How oft the mom has cheated ns. 

As with unsleeping eyo, 

\Vc lay upon our silent couch, 

\nd watched the changing sky 

How often, OB the heavy hours 
Stolo by with soundless haste, 

"We’ve said, Ah now the dawn begins, 
The weary night is past 

Hours went and came, but yet no streak 
On eastern cloud or hill. 

Wo looked in vain, no sign appeared, 
*Twas night and silence stilL 

TTwas but the starhght not the sun, 

The moonlight not the day. 

We thought it was the dawn, but now. 
That dawn seems far away 
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'Tib thus, beguiled with fond desire, 
And Hick Avith hope deferred, 

The waleliing Chinch, with eager o ir, 
The well-known cry hd'i heard , 

“ He whom jou look foi is at hand, 
I3otli hope <iiid fcui an done 
No, 'lis not ycl, — and eJill bhe waits 
The elill iiniibuij him 

Ago aflei age, in love and faith, 

She hab with longing e}u 
Been waldimg oer^ htieak ol d.iw n 
In joii pei]ik\uig skx 

And siuill she now give ux> her trubt, 
And turn hei eye away, 

As if there were no sun for her 
No hope of light and day 

She will not, for she knows how sure 
The promise of her Lord , 

She will not, for she knows how true 
Is the unchanging word. 
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HOl'K 1>M i:»I I- 1>. 


Tlie mom sliiill come , nay He himeelf, 
Itriglilei than mom'e beet ray, 

Sli.ill come to bul the iiiglit depmt. 

And bring .it bust the day 

Th(‘n shall the \veary iiight-wutch ccabe, 
AVhen, uuuiiUiig each lone hour, 

She marked the shadows flitting by 
'I’lio lattice of her tower 

'Twas not in vain she k«‘pt the watch 
When all around hor slei>l , 

'Twos not in a am hIiu waited thus, 

And loved, ami longed, and wept 

It dawns at lost, the long-luveil morii ; 

It comes, the meeting- day, 

And in its joys shall be forgot 
The sorrows of delay. 
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THE BLANK 


Onb flower may fill anothci^s place, 

With hicath as sweet, with hues as glowing 
Ono npplc in yon ocean-space 
Be lost amid another’s llowing 

One star in yon bright nyure dome 
May Tnnisli from its sparkling cluster, 
UnmiBsed, unmouriiod, and m its niom 
Some rival orb ccli[)8u itb lubiru 

But who shall (111 a brother's room ? 

Or who shall soothe the bosom's gneving ? 
Who heal the heart, around his tomb 
Too faithfully, too fondly cleaving ? 

Can 1 supply youth's memories ? 

Or speak the words in childhood spoken ? 
Can I re-knit the severed tics, 

Beplace, retune the chord once broken ? 
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I'BF BI^ANK. 


It IS not liOTC, it 18 not iioiv, 

That hearts are knit no more to sever ; 
GricFs wrinkles rased from check and brow, 
And life’s lung blanks filled up for ever. 
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THE LITTLE FLOCK 


A LiTUK flock f So caIIs Up thee, 

Who boug'ht tliGo with his blood , 

A littlo flock, — disowned of men, 

Hut owned and loved of Qod 

A littlo flock * So calls l£c theo , 

Church of tho lii>fc-bom, hear ! 

13o not ashamed to own tho namo ; 

It u no name ol fear. 

A bttlo flock I Yes, even so ; 

A handful among men. 

Such is the puixtose of thy Ghid , 

So wiUoth He , Amen ! 

Not many neb or noble colled. 

Not many great or wise ; 

They whom God makes his kings and priests, 
Are poor m human eyes. 
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THB IliOCK. 


Church of the everlutsliiig Guil, 

The Fulhor’s gracluua choice. 

Amid the voices of this earth 
JIow t(‘ohlo 18 thy voice 1 

Thy words amid tho words of earth 
How noiseless and how low I 

Amid tho hurrying ciuwds ot time, 
Thy steps how calm nnd slow t 

But 'mid the wrinkled brows of earth, 
Thy brow how free from care , 

'Mid the flushed cheeks of not here, 
Thy cheek how pale and fan ' 

Amid the restless eyes of earth, 

IIow stedfast is thine eye, 

Fixed on the silent loveliness, 

Of tlio far eastern sky 

A little flock ! 'Tib well, 'tis well , 
Such bo her lot and name ; 

Thro' ages past it has been so. 

And now 'tis still the same. 



TUt LITl I !• JfUrt K. 
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But tlio chief Khopherd comos nt Icnj'tli , 
Her fecLlo da} a arc o'er, 

No more a handful lu tlic cailii, 
yV'liltlo flock no more 

No more a lily among thorns , 

Weary, and faint, and fow, 

But countless as the stais ol hoaicn, 

Or as tlie early dotv 

Then onteinig the eternal halls, 

In rohes of victory, 

That mighty multitude sliull keep 
The joyous jubilee 

Unfading palms they boar aloft, 
Unfaltering songs they sing , 
Unending festival they kcc]i, 

In presence of the King * 

Tuv ayytXuv xoM rur kyiw &fi iogra^orruir — 
msios 
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THE SLEEP OP THE BELOVED 
" So lio {{iTetli Ilia boloTC'I aloi'p *' — pSATiSt csxvii 2. 

SiiNLioHT has vanished, and the weary earth 
Lies resting fiom a long day’s toil and pain, 

And, looking lor a new dawn’s early birth, 
Seeks strength in slnmhcr for its toil again. 

Wo too would rest , but ere wo clo'.e the eye 
Upon the consciousness of u aking thought, 

Would calmly turn it to yon star-bright sky, 
And lift the soul to Him who slumbers not. 

Above us IS thy bund, with tender care, 
Distilling over us the dew of sleep 

Darkness seems loaded with oblivious air, 

In deep forgetfulness each sense to sti'ep. 

Thou hast provided midnight's hour of peace, 
Thou stretchest over ns the wing of rest ; 

With more than all a parent's tenderness, 
Foldest us sleeping to thy gentle breast. 



ute bleep of the nEiiOVLU 
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Grief fltcB away care quits our easy conch, 

Till| wakeued hy thy hand, when breaks the day, 
Like the lone prophet hy the angel's touch, 

ASTe nse tef tread again our pilgrim-way 

I 

God of our life ! God of each day and night I 
Oh, keep US still till life’s sliort race is run I 
Until there dawns the long, long day of light, 

That knows no night, jet needs no star uoi sun. 
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THE NAME OF NAMES. 

• f 

'B'athkk, tliy Son lialli ilk'd 
Tho hinnri’'« death of woe , 

Stooping 111 love fioiii liu.iven to Ciixth, 
Out cutso to undergo , 

Our oiirtio to undergo. 

Upon tlie hat«*ful tree 
Give glory to thy Son, O TiOrd, 

Put honour on that name of namcB 
Py bloBsing me ! 

Fatlier, thy Son hath homo 
The sinner's doom of shame , 
Pearing hts cross without the gate 
lie mot the law's full olaini , 

He met the law's full claim. 

Sin’s righteous penalty. 

Give glory to thy Son, O Pord, 

Put honour on that name of names 
By pardoning me 1 



THF ^AMR OF KVMRH 
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Father, thy Sun hath poured 
‘ Hib life-blood on this earth, 

To cleanse away our ^ilt and Btains, 
'J'o give US Bccond birth , 

To give uB^Bccond birth , 

From Bin to &et ua free 
Give glory to thy Son, 0 T.ord, 

Fut honour on that name ot names 
By cloaiiBiiig mo • 

Father, thy Son hath iiHcn, 

O'ercoming boll's dark powers ; 

Qis surcty-deatlr was all fur us. 

His surety-life is ours ; 

His surety-life is ours, 

Ours, ours eternally 
Give glory to thy Son, 0 Lord, 

Fut honour on that name of iiames 
By quickening me * 

Father, thy Son to thee 
Is now gone up on high, 

Unthroned in heaven at thy right hand, 
He reigns eternally ; 
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1 TIB NAMR OF BAATFR. 


Tie Tcig'iiH eternally, 

In might and majesty. 

Givo glory to iliy Son, O T.otxl, 

Put honour on tliut ii.imo of names 
Py ruiHing me * 

Father, tliy Sou on earth 
N'o one to own him found. 

He passed among the bons ot men 
Rejected and dibowticd , 

Rejected and disowned. 

That wo recoi\cd might be 1 
Give glory lo thy Sou, O T^ord, 

Put honour on that namo of names 
By owning mo • 

Father, thy Son is king. 

Heaven’s crown and earth's is his, 
For us, for us, he bought the crown. 
For ns he earned the bliss , 

For us he corned the bliss. 

Amen, BO let it he I 
Give glory to thy Son, O Iiord, 

Put honour on that name of names 
By crowning me I 
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MINE AND TIIINR 

" Didicisti quod uihil tui bam praBceeiiomt, ot giutia Dei oon* 
Tctmiti 08 ail Douiu ' - j-A.iToiTSiiNK. 

Aix that I tt»M, — my am, my guilt, 

My death was all my mvn , 

All that I am, I o^o to thee, 

My gracioiia (3 oil alone 

The evil of niy foimcr state 
Was mine and only mine , 

The good in \rhich I now rejoice 
Tb thmo and only thine. 

The darkncBB of my former Btnte, 

The bondage all was mine ; 

The light of life in which I walk, 

The liberty is thine. 

Thy grace first made me feel my Bin. 

It taught me to believe , 

Then, in believing peace I found, 

And pow I live, I live. 
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MINP AND THINK. 


All that I am, even Iuto on earth, 
All that I hoiHj to hi* 

When Jeans comes and fflory dawns, 
T o^^c it. Lord, to thee. 
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ADIDK IV HIM 


" 'L'ocimi Tolo vulncmri 
To libcntur luiiploxon 

III cruise •lusidoro " — Orj) lIiMx. 


CuNO to tho Cniciflcil 1 

ITis death is life to thee, — 

Jjifc for clc riiity 

His pains thy pardon seal , 

Hib Rtripos tliy bruiBCB heal , 

His cross proclaims thy pc.n o, 
Thds every sorrow ceaHO 
Hib blood ih all to thee, 

It piiiges thpo from sin , 

It sets thy spirit free, 

It keejis tliy conHcicncc clean. 

Cliii,^ to the Crucinod I 

Cling to the Crucified. 1 

Hib is a heart of love, 

Full os the hearts above ; 



144 


ABIT>« IV HTM. 


Its duptlis of Bynipathy 
Are all a'nakc for tliee , 

His countenance is light, 

Hveii in the darkest night 
That love shall never change, 
That light shall ne’er grow flim 
Charge thou tliy faithless heart, 
To And its all in him 
Clinfc to the Cmciiicd 1 
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THE BELOV RD SON 


" This IB my bolosetl Son in whom I am woll plensod '* -Matt 
17 


It la tho Father’s voice that cries 
Mid the deep silence of the skies , 

'' This, this IS Diy beloved Son, 

In Him I joy, in Him alone ” 

In Him my equal see revealed, 

In Him all righteousnebs fulfilled, 

In Him, tho Lamb, the victim see, 
Bound, bleeding, dying on the tree. 

And can you fail to love again ^ 

Far fairer ho than sous of men t 
His veiy name is fragrance poured, 
Immanuel, Jesus, Saviour, Lord * 

He died, and in his dying, proved 
How much, how faithfully he loved : 
At my right hand, his glories shine. 
Is my bdoved, sinner, ihtne f 

K 
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TRR BEI OVRD flOH. 


0 full of glory, full of grace, 

Bcdccmer of a ruined FlIco, 

Beloved of the Father, come, 

Make m those sinful hearts a homo I 

Beloved of the Father, thou, 

To whom the saints and angels bow , 
Immanuel, Jesus, Saviour, conic, 

Slake in these sinful hearts thy home 1 



147 


THE SINBEAREA. 


'* Ho WfiM wounded for our tmnufpiOBSions , Ue nos bruiMd for 
our iniquitioa Tax hu & 


Thy worke, not mine, 0 Christ, 
Speak gladness to this heart; 

They tell me all is done ; 

They bid my fear depart. 

To whom, save thee. 
Who can alone 
For Bin atone, 

Lord, shall I flee ! 

Thy pains, not mine, 0 Christ, 

Upon the shamefnl tree, 

HaTC paid the law’s full price. 

And purchased peace for me. 

To whom, save thee, &o. 
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TIIK SINUEAURR. 


Thy tuuiis, not mine, O ChriKt, 

IFaM' wept my guilt awny , 

Auil turned thia night of mine 
Into a blessed day 

To whom, saye thee, tbc. 

Thy bunds, nut mine, O Christ, 

Unbind me of my chain, 

And break my prison-doors, 

Ne’er to be barred ngnin 

To whom, save thee, &c. 

Thy wounds, not mine, 0 Christ, 

Gan heal my bruised soul, 

'J'hy stripes, not mine, contain 
The balm that makes me whole 

To whom, save thee, &c. 

Thy blood, not mine, O Clirist, 

Tby hlood so freely spilt, 

Can blanch my blackest staiTis 
And purge away my guilt 

, To whom, save thee, ifrc. 



THE aiNBEABBR 
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Thy cross, not mine, 0 Christ, 
lias borne the awful load 
Of sms that none in heaven 
Or eartli could hoar, but Cod. 

To whom, siive thee, &o. 

Thy death, not mine, 0 Chnst, 
lias paid the ransom due , 

Ten thousand deaths like mine, 

Would have been all too few. 

I’o whom, save thee, <feo 

Thy nghteousneas, 0 Chnst, 

Alone can cover me , 

Xo righteousness avails. 

Save that which is of thoe 

To whom, save thee, &c 

Thy righteousness alone 
Can clothe and beautify, 

1 wrap it round my soul , 

In this ril live and die 

To whom, save thee, &c 



THE SUBSTITUTE 


‘ Jusu, |>l4mo t^ntnte. 

Manna til's ijcrfortitsa 
Laxciib uioci crimma , 

LjatuH fcuum lanceii.1 itm, 

Cnptlt niJinia cmoii xbuui, 

lIa.o aint iuodic.i.mina " — Ofjti IIvii 


1 i^Y my sins on Jesus, 

Tho spotless liamb of €^od , 

ITe bears them all and frees us 
From tho accursed load 
T bring my guilt to Jesus, 

To -wash my crimson stains, 
Wbito in his blood most precious. 
Till not a spot remains 

I lay my wonts on Jesus , 

All fulness dwells in Sim : 

He heals all my diseases. 

He doth my soul redeem. 



THE FITLSESS OF THE BUBSTITUTE. 
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I lay my griefs on Josiis, 

My burdens and my cares , 
Ko from them all releases, 

-lie all my sorrows shares. 

I rest my soul on J esus, 

This weary soul of mine , 

His right hand me embraces, 

I on his breast rocline 
1 love (ho name of Jesus, 
Immanuel, Chnst, the Lonl , 
Liko fragrance on the breezes. 
His name abroad is poured 

1 long to be like Jesus, 

Meek, loving, lowly, mild 
I lung to bo like Jesus, 

Tho Father’s holy child 
I long to be with Jesus 
Amid the heavenly throng, 
To Bing with saints his praises, 
To learn the angers song. 
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LOST BUT FOUND 


" Arte niiril, inira eonsilio, 

Quierous ovom eaam munmus opilio, 

Ut noa revocarut nb enlio *' — OXiD Htmit 

1 WAS a wand'ring sheep, 

I did not love tho fold , 

1 did not love my Shepherd's voice, 

T would not be oontrc/llcd 
I was a wayward child, 

I did not love my home, 

1 did not love my father's voice, 

1 loved alar to roam 

The Shepherd sought his sheep, 

The Father sought his child, 

They followed me o'er vale and hill. 
O’er deserts waste and wild. 

They found me nigh to death. 
Famished, and faint, and lone ; 
They bound me with the hands of love 
They saved the wandering one I 
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They spoke in tender love, 

They raised my drooping head 
They gently closed my blucdini' vuunds, 
My laiiitiiig soul they ted 
They washed my flltli away, 

They ibadc me clean and fair , 

They brought me to my home in peace, — 
The long-sought wamlcrcrl 

Jesus ray Shepherd is, 

*Twa8 ITe that lo\ed my soul, 

”Twas lie that iiashed mo in Ins blood, 
'Twas Ifo that made me whole 
'Twas ITe that sought tlio lost, 

That found tho wandering slieep, 

'Twas He that brought me to the fold, 

'Tis Ho that still doth keep 

1 was a wandering sheep, 

I would not bo oon trolled* 

But now I love my Shepherd’s voice, 

I love, 1 love tho fold I 
1 was a wayward child , 

1 once preiorred to roam. 

But now I love my Father's voice, 

I love, I love his home. 
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THE WORD MADE FLESH. 


" Yo know tho grnea of our I^nl .rcsiu Christ, that though hr 
wfka noh yot for your iiakrs ho beoatiio poor, that ye through h.» 
poverty might bo rich ” — 2 Cur viu 9 


Thk Son of God in nullity love, 

Ciimo down to Dothleliem fur me , 
Foisook hiB tbrono of light abora, 

An infunt upon oartU to be. 

In love, the Father's sinless child 
Sojourned at Nazareth for me , 

With sinners dwelt tho undefiled, 

The Holy One m Galilee. 

Jesus, whom angel-hosts adore, 

Became a mini of griefs for me , 

In love^ though nch, becoming poor, 

That I through him ennehed might be. 



THK WORD VAT)K FT^FSH 


155 


Though Lord of all, above, below, 

He went to Olivet for me , 

There drank my cup of wrath and woe, 
When bleeding m Getbsemanc 

The ovcr-blcBScd Son of God 
Went up to Calvary for me , 

There paid my debt, thoro boro my load, 
In his own bo<ly on the tree 

Jesus, wbobe dwelling is the skies, 

Went down into the grave for mt , 
There overcame my enemies, 

There won the glorious victory 

In love the whole dork path he trod, 

To consecrate a way fur me , 

Each bitter footstep marked with blood, 
Erom Bethlehem to Calvary 

’Tib finished all , the veil is rent, 

The welcome sure, the access free , 
How then we leave our banishment, 

0 Father, to return to thee 1 
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THE DARKNESS AND LIGHT 


' Yo «eir« aometiiHuB d'wkiices, but now }o b),1il m tliu I uol ' 
— Kpii V 8 


“ Lkt thero bo light,” Johovali said, 

The beam awoke, the light obey’d , 
Bursting on chaos dark ami wild, 

.Till tho glad earth and ocean smiled 

Formless, and void, and dark as night, 
My heart remained, till heavenly light. 
Obedient to the word divine. 

On my dark sonl began to shine. 

Light broke upon my luylcss tomb, 

The day-star rose upon my gloom , 

And with its gentle new-born ray 
Brighten’d my darkness into day. 



THE DARKNFSS AND THE I ICHT 
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Glory to Thee, by nil lie given , — 

Of light the light, in earth and heaven ; 
Of joyti the joy, of siin« the auu, 

Jesud the irnther’e chmen One. 
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THE VOICE FROM (iALlLfCR 


*' Of hiB faliioBB have all wo rocoivixl, ami* graco for grau> * 
John i 10 


I niuRD tho voice of Jobus say, 

Come unto me and rest , 

Lay down, tbou weary ono, lay down 
Thy head upon my breast. 

I came to Jesus as I was. 

Weary, and worn, and sod, 

I found m Him a resting-place, 

And he has made me glarl 

1 heard the voice of Jesus say, 

Behold, I freely give 
The living water, — ^thirsty one, 

Stoop down, and dnnk, and live. 

I came to Jesus and 1 drank 
Of that life-giving stream. 

My thirst was quench'd, my soul revived. 
And now I live in Him 
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I hcnnl tho voico of Jchus Bny, 

I am this dark world's light, 
Look unto me, thy mom shall rise, 
‘And all thy day be bright. 

I look'd to Jesus, and I found 
In ilim, my Star, my Sun , 

And in that light of lifo I'll walk, 
Till travelling daj's are done. 
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A RKTHLEIIEM HYMN 


Mun'lum implons, m pr'iexoiuo j tcciiH — AaouSTtRit. 


Tip line ('omc * the Christ of God , 
Left for us his glad abode , 

Stooping from his throne of bliss, 

To this darksome wilderuGBS. 

He has come I the Prince of Peace , 
Come to bid our sorrows cease , 
Gome to scatter with his light, 

All the shadows of our night. 

Ho the Mighty King has come I 
Making this poor earth his home ; 
Gome to bear our sin’s sad load ; 

Son of David, Son of God. 
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He has come, ^vhnse name of ^raco 
Speaks deliverance to our race ; 

Ijeft fur us Ills glad abode. 

Son of Mary, Son of God * 

Unto US a child is bom ' 

Ne'er has earth beheld a mom 
Among .ill the morns of time, 

Half so glorious in its prime 

Unto us a Son la given ! 

He has come from God's own heaven ; 
Bringing with him fmm above, 

Holy peace and holy love. 
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TUTS DO IN REMEMBllANCK OF MK 


IlFitB, O my Lord, 1 see tlieo face/o face , 

Here would I touch and handio things unseen , 
Here grasp with firmer hand tho eternal grace, 
And all my weariness upon Thee lean. 

Here would 1 feed upon the bread of God , 

Here drink with Thee tho royal wine of heaven , 
Hero would I lay aside each earthly load, 

Here taste afresh the calm of sin forgiven 

This IS the hour of banquet and of song, 

This 18 the heavenly table spread for mo , 

Hero let me feast, and, feasting, still prolong 
The brief bright hour of fellowship with Thee 

Too soon we rise , the symbols disappear, 

The feast, tho' not the love, is passed and gone , 
The bread end wine remove, hut Thou art here , 
Nearer than ever , still my Shield and Sun. 
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1 have no help but thine , tior do I need 
Anather arm save thine to lean ujiod, 

It it) enough, my Lord, enough, indeed , 

My fftreuglh is in thy might, thy might alone 

1 have no \nsdon, save in Him trho is 
My wisdom and my toucher, both in one , 

No wisdom can I lack while Thou art wise, 

No teaching do I crave, savo thiiio alone 

Mine IS the sin, but tliino the nghteouBnesa , 

Mine IB the guilt, hut thine the cleansing blood , 

Here is my robe, my refugo, ond my peace •, 

Thy blood, thy nghtcouenoBS, 0 Lord my God 

I know that deadly evils compass me, 

Dark perils threaten, yet 1 would not fear. 

Nor poorly shrink, nor feebly turn to flee , 

Thou, 0 my Christ, art buckler, sword, and spear 

But see, the Fillar-cloud is rising now, 

And moving onward thro’ the deBert>night; 

It beckons, and I follow, for I know 
It leads me to the heritage of hght. 
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Feust After fouAt thufl comes and passes by , 

Yet, pabSiDg, points to the glad feast above,. 
Giving sweet foretaste of the fostol joy, 

The Lamb's t^eat bridal feast of bliss, and L*ve. 
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TIIK FEAST 

Lovr strong us death, nay stronger, 

Love mightier than the gr.ivo, 

Lroad as the earth, and longer 
Thau ocean's widest wave 
This IB the love that sought us, 

This 18 the love that bought us. 

This IS the love that brought us 

To gladdest day from saddest night, 

From deepest shame to glory bright, 

From depths of death to life’s four height, 
From durkncbs to the joy of light 
This IS tho love that leadeth 
Us to his tahlo here. 

This IS the love that spreodeth 
For us this royal cheer. 
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QOD’S ISRAEL. 


“ H \i’i*Y sons of Itirdcl, • 

Who in pleasant Canaan dwell 
Happy they, but happier we, 

Tf Jehovah's own wc ho 

Happy citizens who wait 
Within Salem's hallowed gate , 

Happy they, but happier wo 

I 

Who the heavenly Salem see 

Happy sons of Levi them, 

Who withm thy house of prayer 
Always stand ; but happier wc, 

Day and night still praising Thee 

For Jerusalem above 
Is the city that wo love , 

Jerusalem our home wo call. 

Heavenly mother of us all 

The flnt two imoa of the abore an from the <dd hniDBlatioii ef 
the 60tb Taatm by Geoiue Bandya. 
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TIIE'SllADOW OP THE GROSS 

■ 


Opi'UifiHs’D wi^i noon-day's scorching heat, 
To yonder cross 1 llco , 

Beneath its shelter take my seat , 

No shade like this for me 1 

Beneath that cross clear waters burst, 

A fountain sparkling free ; 

And there I quench my desert thirst ; 

No spring like this for me ! 

A stranger here, I pitch my tent 
Beneath this spreading tree , 

Here shall my pilgrim life be spent ; 

No homo like this for me * 

For burdened ones a resting-place. 

Beside that cross I see , 

Hero 1 oast off my weanuess , 

No rest like this for me 1 
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OlIRTST OUU PEACE 


I Tiioi'oiiT Upon my smo, anil I was' bad, 

JMy buul was troubled soro and filled with pain , 
Hut then I thought on Jesus and was glad, 

My heavy giicf was turned to joy again 

I thought upon the law, the fiery law, 

Holy, and just, and good in its decree , 

1 looked to Jesua, and in Him 1 saw 

That law fulfilled, its curse endured fur me 

I thought I saw an angry frowning God 

Sitting as Judge upon the groat white throne , 
My soul was overwhelmed , then Jesus shewed 
Ills gracious face, and all my dread was gone 

1 saw my sod estate, condemned to dio, 

Then terror seized my heart, and dark despair 
Hut when to Calvary 1 turned my eye, 

I saw the cross, and read forgiveness there. 



OHBIBT OUR PEACE. 


] BRW that I was lost, far gone astray. 

No liope of safe return there seemed to be , 
ljut then 1 heard that Jesus was the way, 

A new and living way prepared for me 

t 

Then in that way, so free, so safe, so sure, 
Sprinkled .dl o’er with reconciling blood, 
AVill 1 abide, and never wander mure. 
Walking along in fellowship with God. 
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CHILD’S PRAYER. 

*' Thoy that aook ma early eliall find me ” — Fbot vin 17. 

I 

Holy Fatbbr • hoar my cry, 

Holy Saviour 1 liend tliino car, 

Holy Spirit I como thou mgh , 

Father, Saviour, Spirit, hear 

Father, save me from my sin, 

Saviour, I thy mercy crave. 

Gracious Spirit, make mo clean ; 

Father, Son, and Spirit save. 

Father, let mo tosto thy love, 

Saviour, fill my soul with peace, 

Spmt, come my heart to move , 

Father, Sou, and Spmt bless. 

Father, Son, and Spirit, — ^thou 
One Jehovah, shed abroad 
All thy grace within me now , 

Be my Father md my (rod. 
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OBfILD’S MORNING TIYMN 


“He wakcneth moraing by morning, He wakonotb mine cur 
to liuiir " —Isa I 4 


Tur morning, tho bright and tho beautiful morning 
Is up, aud the sunehme is all on the wing, 

With its frosli flush of gladness tho landscape adorning 
A gladness which nothing but morning can bring 
Tho earth is awaking, tlie sky and the ocean, 

The river and forest, the mountain and plain , 

The city is stirring its living commotion, 

And the pulse of the world is reviving again. 

And we too awake, for our heavenly Father, 

Who soothed us so gently to sleep on his breast, 
And made the soft stillness of evening to gather 
Around us, now calls us again from our rest 
But ere to our labours and duties returning, 

We hasten to give him tho praise that is meet. 
And in soli^n devotion, the first hours of rooming, 
Our freest and freshest wo lay at his feet. 
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WORMXO HYMN 


'J'bcn, happy in heart, not a moment delaying, 

In the breeze of the dawning so pleasant atid cool, 
No loitering, no lingering, no trilling, no playing, 

But eager and active, we haste to the school 
Ilow sweet are its hours that shine o'er us so hiightly, 
How jileasant its lessons, liuw sin rl seems the cla> , 
Its hitUTS are but moments, they lly oiT so lightly, 
When wo are so busy, so cheerful, and gay 

Then away to the school in the sweet summer moiTiing, 
God's Llessing upon us, Ins light on oar road , ^ 
And let all the lessons we daily are learning, 

Be only to bring us more surely to God 
0 now, let us haste to our heavenly Father, 

And ero the fair skies of life's dawning bo dim, 

I.et ub come with glad hearts, lot us come altogidhrr 
And the mom of our youth let us hallow to Him 
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TO M li B 


No niglit dcHCcnd on tLee , 

O'ur thco Jio shadows coino I 
Safe bf* ihy joiimcy through 
This vnlo of cloud and gloom 

Daybreak ho ever thnie , 

With fresh and rosy hours, 

Calm sunshino of tho morn. 

Odours and dews and flowers, 

liight dwell in thee, and thou 
Dwell ever in the light , 

No WTinklo on thy brow, 

Thine eye still blue and bright. 

One long sweet spring be thine, 
With buds still bursting through, 
Fre^ blossoms every hour. 

And verdure fair and new. 
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TO M I. B 


Peace be thy gentle gucet, 
Peace holy and divine, 
God’s blessed sunlight still, 
Upon thy pathway shine 

Uis Spirit fill thy soul, « 
And cast out every sin, 

Ills own deep joy impart, 
And make a heaven within 
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THE TWO ERAS OP THE LAND 


Of old they sung the song of hhcrty, 

I'hey sung it upon mountain and on plain, 

Till every echo of Loth land and sea 
Pealed bock the song i^^in. 

They poured it on the moming^s gonial gale, 

It floated out upon the evening’s calm, 

And the rich stream-breeze from each fragrant vale 
Gavo hack the song in balm 

The peasant sang it m his straw-roofed cot, 

The noblo sang it in his princely hall. 

Till the vexed land, responding to the note, 

Bose up at freedom's call. 

The bbtho blue morning's newly-wakened ray 
Of cloudless summer coming freshly down, 

Saw chains and bondage, tears and slavery, 

The tyrant's sword and frown. 
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THE mro FHAB OP THF f ASD. 


T>ic norrtiom noonday saw tho nsing war, 

Like sudden tcinpesfc on a wind-Bwept sea, . 

Tlio shout rose upwards to tho evening star, 

Tho land, tlio land is free • 

Amid the oppresBor'e threats they phiutcd high 
The ancient flag of Bacred liberty, 

That banner floats unthreatened to the sky, — > 

The Bruce liath set them free ' 

They Bung the song of liberty again, 

'Twas a etill louder song than that of yore 

It went like thunder-notes o’er hill and plain, 

It woke each echoing shore. 

It woke the heart of ago and heedless youth, 

It woke the spirit of the sleeping land. 

It louaed them to the voice of holy truth, 

'Who could that voice withstand? 

Hear ye tho truth, and hearing it obey, 

Enow ye the truth, the truth shall make you free, 

Love not the midnight, love the lightsome day, 

'Tis life and liberty. 



TIJF TWO ERAS or TUT L\Nn 


17 


I lie Free Oue iiialros ^uu fu'C, he lireiiks llio iml 
Ifo you lift, your In i<l- (o bk\ ami buii, 

\s IrecmcQ oi tlio uveil.i«tiii^ (iml, 

Kneeling tb Him .'ilniu 

Ihe Tree One rn'k/'s joii tno, lie sla\(<- to iiurn* 
Priest prince, or bell, in hmly or in fuuI , 

Servo thou with all iliy sfiongili tli}' Gotl alone 
Yiultl hut to his ciiiiliol • 

Tiie Tine One gives jon iiulh , <i lieiil.ige 
ltitlu‘1 than that which kiiigb iiiny hii} m btll, 
Fur chiMren's childien to’tho tarthest age , 

(rimul thou that tieasuro woll 

Hound went the mobsago, mcr lock •nid plain, 
Likb huriiiiig words from lips o( prophet old, 
Puest, king, and lord o]i|mbc<l the roiee in 'vaiu, 
It would not he coutnilled 

Wide o’er the laud w'ont foith the now liorn day, 
llriglitoning aliko the cot, the hall, the tliionc, 
hung j'eara of d<irkucsa vanish at its ray, 

Ages of night havo gone 

u 
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Llll' 'iwn FltA>l OK TIIK I.AM> 


'riio Christ has come, the hreakcr ol .ill chninis. 

The giver of the heavenly liberty , 

]’o.ice, light, and freedom to these bills .lud plains 1 
The land, the laml is free ! 
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M.sUTYR'S IlYMK 


“The glor\ jf cliiUli'cn iru tli'ir fntln-pi - -I‘ko\ X'vii fi 


'j Hnuu was glodnebs iii Zion, her stamUnl was ll^nur 
li’ree o'er licr Ijattloinoiits, glorious anti gaj , 

All fair iis tlio morning .sliono totlh liei udoining, 
Aiul i(Mifiil It) foes wae lior gorll^\ .iiia) 

There IS iiiouniing in Zion, her bfnnrhinl is l>iMg 
Dollied in the dust to tho spoiler .1 prov , 

And iiowllioro is wiulmg, and soiiuw pru\a]IiMg, 

For the best of her childicn aro ncidod a\\.i\ 

The good ha\e boon taken, then place is lor'>ukcn , 
The man and Iho maiden, Ibo green and the grey 
'riio \oico of llic wcepeis wails omt iliu slecpois, 

Thu martyrs of Scotland that now arc away ! 



TIk' hue of lii'i Wiitf*i3 IS ciinison'il witli slan"hfor!, 
Tlic hlouil of Ihc rs liiih ri’diloiiM ilii' i l>iv , 
And (link dohoLiliuii hnuHlb o\t'r Ihc nations, 

l*'uf Die i,iiDifiil aro [)eiiiihL‘J, the ifoed are inv.iy » 

On the nuniiitums of heather lliey {'lumhcr tof'i tlirr , 
On the Wdstod ol the niouiland Dioir hodies ilec'iy 
How hound H tlioir Blccpmj', howsali" is thoir kecpin'r 
Though lar from tlioif kindred t)icy hiniildcr n 

Their blesaings hliall hover, their children to cover 
Like tho cloud of the di**eit, hy iiicht and by d ly 
Oh, iievei lo polish, their iianies let us cherish, 

The m.7’t’ re of Scotland Ui.it no., .ne lufiy f 
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TllK KKST-DAY 


lit! c (. 111 . , 111 (.|ua. •lULOi 
Miiiiilu reiUlilur , 

Tt-lilltUil Clillll ot, 

Q(to n.'siirit xil, t|iii ii>>» iIiIl \it 

<1 ui(U>, pi tii>U nil I, tl n>i 
Vf'io \ il'ilii , 

Sl^iir^i., ciiric, 

A tn o <pi 1 1 1 , f III isrttiiii i-'l ini' 

(Junlt., Hcirili piuciil pnsiLa 

On IUmn 


i’oi tlicu wo loiif^ .mil pray, 
O Llc'sscd Sabbat h-uiorn * 
Ami all till* woi'k wo "•ly, 

O I wboii wilt tliiMi return 
Como, (‘OHIO away. 
Day of •'Lul rest 
Di days' tlio boct 
Swi et Sabb.itli-*l.i \ ' 
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llIE HE'<T-r>AY 


Tliou tcllcst 11R 1 lo^v Christ 
Arose and left the tomb , 

And all tho -nook wo say, 

O ' when will Sabbath oonio ? 

Como, oomu an, ay, &c 
• 

Tliou tcllost us how wi*, 

fjikc liim shall leave tho tomb . 

And all the week we say, 

O * when will Sabballi come ? 

Come, come away, &c. 

Thou tellcst of a rest, 

A peaceful happy homo, 

Where all the suiuts are blest ; 

O ! when will Sabbath come ? 

Come, come away, &c. 
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TII£ INNER CALM 

Cai v iuCj my God, nnd keep me c.iIhi, 
While these hot breezes blow. 

Do like the ni^lit-dew's cooling balm 
Upon earth's fevcied brow 

Calm mo, my God, and keep mo calm. 
Soft resting on thy breast, 

Soothosmo with holy hymn and psalm, 
And bid my spirit rest 

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm , 
Let thine outstretched wing 
lie like the shade of ISlim's palm, 
Beside her desert-spring 

Yes, keep me c.ilm, tho’ loud and rude 
The sounds my cor that greet. 

Calm in the closet's solitude. 

Calm m the bustling street. 
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lltF, INSm I Al.M 


Calm in Ihc hour oi bunyaul liouUL, 

Calm 111 my hour of pain, 

Calm 111 my poveit} or wealth, 

Culm in niy loba or |^iu. 

Calm 111 thb euHeraiicu of wron;^, 

Liko Him who huro my sliatm., 

Calm ’mi<l tlio thicatciniig, laiinting Ihioiig, 
"Who halo Utj holy name 

Calm when the great world's nows with powei 
My listening <'j)int stir , 

Let not the tidings of tho hour 
E'er find too fond an ear 

Calm as the r.iy of sim or star 
TN'liioh sloims asbail in vam , 

Moving iiniiillled thro’ earth’s war, 

The eternal calm to gum. 
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THE DJSBnRDENl^. G 


Lay down thy burden here ; 

With such a weary load. 

Thou cundt not climb you hill. 
Von steep and ru^p^l road. 

’Tis jt>ug;]i, and wild, and hif'h 
Thickets and rocks impcile , 
^Jcaiit reslin^-placo between, 

i-Xow caiist thou upward speed V 

Lay down thy burden here, 

I*oor weaiy son of time , 

So shall thy limbs bo strong. 

So shalt thou upward chmb. 

The sun is hot, no cloud 

To shield thee from his ray , 

It scorches up thy strength, 

Stay now, poor climber, sta> 
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THK SISBUKDBNINO. 


Thou brcathcst hard, the drojw 
Arc* on thy hiirmng brow , 

Try not another atop, 

Jjay down thy burden nou 

So shalt thou cUmb yon hiL>, 
Up to its btcepest height , 

Like eagle of the rook, 

With ea=sy joyful flight 

So ahalt thou bear the toils 
Thy G-od appoints to thee ; 

So shalt thou servo thy God 
In happy liberty. 



SITRSITM rn Rli V. 


Go tipf^ go up, my hoart. 

Dwell witli thy God above , 

For hero thou eanst not rest, 

* 

Nor hero ffive out thy lo\i-. 

Go up, go up, my heart. 

Bo not a trifler hero , 
Ascend above these clouds, 

„ Dwell in a higher sphere 

•Bet not thy lovo flow out 

To things so soiled and dim 
Go up to hcavcQ and God, 
Take up thy love to him. 

Waste not thy premous stores 
On creature-love below; 

To God that wealth belongs, 
On him that wealth bestow. 
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ST PSU^l t'ORlH. 


Go up,* reluctant heart. 

Take np tliy rest above , 
Aiise, earth-clinging thouglits, 
Ascend, my lingering luvi 1 
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TIIl^ IIKAVEXIiY SOWlNf 

SowBR (Itvino * 

Sow the good seed in me. 

Seed for letoniity 
*Tifl a rough barren soil, 

'Yet by thy care and toil, 

MiiJko it a fmitful field 
An hundred fold to yield. 

Sower divine. 

Plough up this heart of mine ! 

Sower divine ! 

Quit not this wretched field. 
Till thou hast made it yield 
Sow thou by day and night 
In darkness and in light 
Stay not thy hand but sou 
Then shall tho harvest grow 

Sower divine, 

Sow deep this heart of mme I 
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. TlfE nKAVENJ.Y SOWINO, 


Sower divine I 

Jjet not this barren cla> 
Lead thee to turn away , 
liOt not my fiiiitlcssncs< 
Provoke thco not to l>lcba ; 
Let not this field be dt\ 
Refreek it from on higl. 

Sower divine, 

'Water this heart of mine f 
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COMPANIONSHIP 


Not with the light and vain, 

The man of idle feet and wanton eyes , 

Not with the world’s gay, cior-Bmiling tram; 

My lot be with the grave and wise 

Not witli the tnfler gay, 

To whom life eeemB but sunfehine on the w.ivn. 
Not with the empty idler of the day ; 

My lot be with the wise and grave 

Not with the jesting fool, 

Who knows not what to sober truth is due, 
Whose words fly out without or aim or rule , 

My lot bo with the wise and true. 

Not with the man of dreams, 

In whose bright words no truth nor w isdom 1il'«, 
Dazzling the fervent youth with mystic gleams , 
My lot bo with the simply wise. 
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( OMI'ANIONBlIir 


\\ I til tlioin I'd walk ouoli day, 

From tlium time’s iKilmn lubboiis would Llf^ain 
Tliat fiilsc from true, and hue from fiiL-e I may 
Each hour moieLpulicnlly dis(.eru 



DISArPOINTMENT. 


" 1'ji.co muiidiu tnrbat ot ■uiiaUir, quid ai tranquillua osaet 
AL<.UUiI^JS. 


Tmj<sT uot these seas again, 
Tlio’ smooth and fair , 

Trust not bheao waves ngaiu, 
tihipwrcuk iH there 

Treat not these stars again. 
Tho* bright and fair , 

Trust not those skios ogam, 
Tempest is there 

Trust not that breeze again, 
Gentle and f.ur , 

Trust not these clouds again, 
Lightning is there 

Trust not that isle again, 
Flower-crowned and fair ; 

Trust not its locks again, 
Eaithquake is there 
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DlSAl'l’Ol NM-M liNT 


Trust not these ilowezB again. 
Fragrant and fair ; 

Trust not that rose again, 
Slighting IB there. 

Trust not that eartfi’ogahi. 
Verdant and fair ; 

Trust not its fields again. 
Winter IB there. 

Trust not these hopes again. 
Sunny and fair ; 

Trust not tliat smile again. 
Peril IB there. 

Trust not this world again. 
Smiling and fair , 

Trust not its sweets again, 
Wormuood is there. 

Trust not its loTe again. 
Sparkling and fair , 

Trust not its joy again. 
Sorrow is there. 



19S 


THE TIME TO MEET. 

'Tia autumn now; 

And 08 >76 part, 

The dry brown leaf 
Ta rustling o'er tho ground , 

Making the aadneas sadder, and tho cloud 
or llio long farewell deeper in its gloom. 

Not tlniH Irt ns meet , 

'Mid falling leaves 

And sera, frost-stricken flowers ; 

Eut when tho leaf is budding in ils freshness, 
And the ncli blossom putting forth its gladnosa 
Not thus let us meet ; 

It 18 too sod ; 

But when tho buried verdure 
Is coming up to meet tho joyous sun. 

When tho new spring looks round upon tho hills, 
Full of youth’s buoyant promise and bright song, 
Then let us meet. 



19b 


HIK T1HF lO MEKT. 


Ycy, when tlio fipring-brcczo blows, 

And tlio gay garden biooniB, 

And tho 'widti fuicat waves vritb budding green, 
And tbo freed streamlet warbles thro’ the broom, 
And the clcai air takes iip^ic happy uuto 
Of skylark singing to the rosy ibiwii, 

Then let us meet ; 

And meeting, ehcer each other’s weaiy heart 
With the dear hope of everlasting spring, 

And the fair land that spieads beiieatli the slopes 
Of the eternal liillb, 

Whole nothing dies , 

Where nothing fades , 

13ut all IS without ending or decay, 

The sky, the sun, the light, 

The peace, tho truth, tho love, 

And ahovo idl, the joy I 
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QONK BEFOUE 


Thou art in hcaTcn, ant.1 1 am Btill on uiirth , 

'Tib years, long years sinoo we wore p.iih> I lien', 

T still a wanderoy aiUKl grief and fear, 

And thou the tenant of a biiglitcr bpliun' 

Yet still thou seemost niMr , 

But yesterday it scemo, 

Since the last clasp w.is given, 

Since our lips met. 

And our eyes looked into each oHier’s depths. 

Thou art amid the deathless, T still lieri'. 

Amid things mortal, m a laud of gr.i\> s, 

A land o’er which the heavy-hcating u.ives 
Of changing time move on, a land ulicie raves 
The storm, vihich whoso hi-avts 
Wust have Ins author fixed, 

Firmly within Iho veil , — 

So let my anchor he ; 

Such he my coiinolation and my hope 1 



aovK i.Ri'tniK. 


Tbou art amid tho BorrowloBS, I hero, 

Amid tho Borrowing , and yet not long 
Shall 1 remain 'mid sm, and fear, and wrong. 
Soon Bhall I join you in your sinless song. 
Thy day has come, not gone, 

Thy BUT! has ribeii, not bet, » 

Thy iiie is now bcj'oiid 
Tlie rcouli of death or change , 

Nut ended hut begun 
Such shall our life he soon, 

And then, — tho meeting-day, 

How full of light and joy I 
All fear of change cast out. 

All shadows passed away, 

Tho union sealed for ever 
lietweeii us and our Lord. 



.Tni: ELDER BROTHER 


Tkb, for sae, foj mo lie caroth 
With, a bTothcr*B tender care , 

Yes, vntli me, with mo he sharclh 
Every buztlcn, every fear 

Yes, o'er me, o'er me ho watchoth, 
Ceaseless watcheth, night and day 

Yes, even me, even me he snatcheth 
^From the penis of the way. 

Yes, for me ho standoth pleading, 

At the mercy-seat above ; 

Ever for me interceding. 

Constant in untiring love 

Yes, 111 mo abroad he sheddeth 
Joys unearthly, love and light , 

And to cover me he spreadeth 
His paternal wing of might. 
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TMp. Ki.i>ER nnornER. 


Yes, in mo, m mo, he dwcllctli ; 

1 in him and he in mo ! 

And my empty soul he fillcth. 
Here and through eternity. 

Thus I wait for his rotnmingi 
Singing all tho way to heaven , 
Such tho joyful song of morning, 
Sucli tho tranquil song of even 
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• LIFE PROM THE DEAD. 


SiiniT of evcHastin;^ • 

Infill ito sonrco of Ufe, come down 1 

Tlio&o tombs unlotjk, tlicso dead upraise, 

Thy glorious power and love inako known. 

Erenthe o’er this valley of llio dead, 

Send forth tliy quickening might ahroul, 

Till, rising from their tombs, they spread. 

In ijLill array, — ^tho liost of Cod I 

Thy heritage lies dcsolato, 

And all thy pleasant places mourn ; 

O look ujion our low estate, 

In loving kindness Lord return t 

Now let thy glory he revealed. 

Now lot thy presence with us re<it ; 

O heal us, and wo shall he healed 1 
0 bless us, and we shall be blest 1 



IT IS FINISHED 


Blebsed b% God, our God * 

Who gayc for us hia woll-bcloved Bon, 

Ills gift of gifts, all other gifts m one. 

Blessed ho God, our God 1 

'Wimt will ho not bestow ? 

Who freely gave this mighty gift, unbought, 
Unmerited, unheeded, and unsought, 

What will ITe not bestow ? 

He spared not His Son ! 

'Tis this that silences each rising fear, 

’Tib this that bids the hard thought disappear, 
fde spared not His Sou ! 

Who shall condemn ns now? 

Since Chnst has died, and rls'n, and gone above, 
For ns to plead at the right hand of love. 

Who shall condemn us now? 



IT IS FINIBHKD. 


■jo:j 


'Tis God that justifies ' 

Who* shall recall tho panlon or the grace, 

Or who the broken uliam of guilt replace ^ 
'Tis God thdt justifies ' 

The victory is oiyw ' • 

J<'ur us in might came foith the Iklighty One, 
For us he fought the light, the triumph won ; 
Tho victoiy is ours T 
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LAUS I>£0 


PlvisniiAHTiNfi praipcB 

To tlie T*atlier l»o I 
'EiVcrlft'-itiug praises 
To tho Saviour be I 
Elvcrlaslmg praiBcs 
To the Splint bo ^ 

Sverlastinj; praises 

.To the lilessed Trinity I 

£verlastiii{^ praises 

For tho Fathoi^s love ' 
iEverlastmg praises 

For the SaviouFs love I 
Fvcrlastinj^ praises 

For the Spirit’s love ^ 
Fvcrlastinfr praises 

To the Throo-Ono Gud of L »vo 1 
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PRESS ON 


Bb btfivo, my brother 1 

Fight the good fight of faiu. 

\Vitli -weapons proved and true , 

Bo f.ulhlnl and nnabnuking to the ileatn 
Thy (jrod will bear thee through , 

Tho stnfo IS ternblo, 

Yot *tiB not, ’ti8 not long ; 

Tho foe IB nut in-viiicihle, 

Though fierce and strong. 

Bo hiavti, my brother t 
Tho Tocompenso is great, 

Tho kingdom briglit and fair , 

Boyoud tlic gluiy of all earthly state, 
Shall be tho gloiy there 
Grudge nut the heavy cost, 

Faint not at labour here, 

'Tis but a hfe-timo at the most, 

Tho day of rest is near. 
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pREsa ov. 


Be brave, my brother I 

He, whom thou aorvest, slights 
Not cv'n hiB weakest one, 

No deed, tho* poor^ shall be forgot, 
However feebly done. 

The prayer, the wish,* the tb ought, 

The faintly spoken word. 

The plan that seemed to come to nought, 
Each has its own reward 

Be brave, my brother , 

Enlarge thy heart and soul ; 

Spread out thy free glad love. 
Encompass earth, embrace tho sea, 

As does that sky above. 

Let no man see thee stand 
In slothful idleness. 

As if there wero no work for thee 
In such a wilderness. 

Be bravo, my brother J 
Stmt not the liberal hand, 

Give in the joy of love ; 

So shall thy ciown bo bnght, and great 
Thy recompense above ; 
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Aewaid, — not like the deed. 

That poor weak deed of thine , 
But like the God himself who gives, 
'Eternal and divine. 
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EVEU NE^\.Il. 


J ozx>ST< my lica\'sgr eye,-, — 

« Saviour, over near I 
1 liit my soul uii liigb. 

71iro* (he claikiiess cliear. 
lie thou my I cry. 

Saviour, e\er tlcaT ! 

• £ feol thiiie anus around. 
Saviour, over uoai 1 
With Iheo lot me bo found. 

So slialL I never fear, 
Whatover ills abound , 
Saviour, c>ci dear ! 

XI lino IS tho day and nigbti, 
Suvioui, ever near ; 
Thine is tlio dark and light ; 

lie thou my covert hero 
O shield mo vritlx thy might. 
Saviour, ever dear I 



bVER VKAR. 
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And wlien I come to die, 
Saviour, ever near, 
Iteceive my parting sigh . 

And in the hour ol fear, 
l)e to iny apint mgh, 
Saviour, over dear I 
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CREATION. 

In the beginning was THE WORE ; 

The Word uras God. 

In the beginning was tho Won] ; 

And IIiB abode 

From everlasting was with Gbid. 

His name 
I AM, 

Jehovah, God, the Lord. 

Ever to be adored : 

The eternal Son, 

The over blessed one. 

From all, to all eternity, 

The brightness of tho eternal Father’s glory He I 

Creator of the licavcn and earth, 

Their Lord and King. 

Creator of tho heaven and earth, 

Tho angels sing I 

To him all praise and glory bring ; 
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Hib power 
Adore, 

From jrhich all things had birth, 

By which ‘they still stand forth 
In beauty glad. 

With heavenly radiance clad 
Praise, praise His ever-flowing love, 

That brightens all helcw, and gladdens all above. 

“ Let there be Lght,” 'twos lie that spoke, 

And there was light.” 

** Let there be light,” 'twas lie that spoke, 

And the long night 
At His divine command took flight 
The ray 
Of day 

O'er the deep darkness broke , 

The slocping world.awoke ; 

FJarth, sea, and sky 
Burst forth m praises high 
To llim who mode thedight to be I — 

He IB the Light of light, and there is none bpt He I 

This green, glad, goodly earth of ours 
His hand did frame 
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CBX^TIOV. 


'J liis grceu, glad, goodly earth of oun 
Doth Btill proclaim, 

By day and night. Ilia wundroua name. 

These seas 
Are Hie 

Each mountain-peak that tovcis , 

These clouds 'with their fresh sliouers ; 

These streams that tun 
Quick-glancing in the sun , 

Those tossing woods, these trembling flowem, 

And all that men call bright in this bnght world of our& 

All that has life and broatli lie made. 

In earth, sea, sky. 

All that has life and breath He made. 

To swim or fly. 

To creep or bound , and, in hia eye, 

All good 
They stood, 

In beauty pure orrayed, 

As if they could not fade. 

How fair this frame, 

How excellent His name, 

Who, m the fulness of His love. 

Transplanted thus to earth the Paradise above 1 
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All gloiy to the etemal WOBD, 

Earth’s Lord and King : 

All glory tathe eternal Word, 

Ye angels, sing. 

Te BODS of earth, yonr tnbnte bring : 
His name 
Proclaim, — 

Jehovah, Qod,>the Lord; 

Ever to be adored. 

Maker of all, 

Before him prostrate fall : 

By every voice, and tribe, and tongne, 

For ever and for ever be His praises snng. 
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DESERT LILIES. 

Dbbeht lilies, desert lilies I 

Rlooming gaily in tlie sand 
Of this untrodden land , ' 

With your leaf as soft and green, 
With your flowor as fair in tint, 

As delicate in form, 

As beautiful m hue, 

As fragrant and ns fresli, 

As sweet at morn or oven, 

As bright with smilus and dew, 

As 111 our haiipier plains 
Cherished by gemal rams. 

Desert lilies, desert lilies I 

Shinmg quietly like gems, 

Upon your verdant stems , 

With no breath of man to dim you. 
With no oity-smoko to taint you, 
With no hand of man to pluck you, 
With no eye of man to see you, 
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With no care of man to tend you, 

' With no child’s glad face to watch you, 
As you spnng and as you bloom , 

■vVith IK) Korrowiiig lip to mouiii } ou, 
As you fade and as you dio. 

Nought but.tho wnid’s caress 
In this lono wilderness ! 

* 

Desert lilies, desert lilies I 

Ihdditig welcome to the ray 
Of tins flcrcu-iliiiiinig day, 

Courting no cloud nor sliiido 
Of rock, or oltiT, or glade, 
flpeniiig your pur^ile ejros 
Uiifoaiing to these skies 

What sunlight yo have seen, 

What moonshine in these heavens, 
What starlight clear itud glad, 

AVhiit soft dew at early dawn, 

What cool brcevcB o'er this waste 1 
What sunsets ye have seen, 

Oil these wondrous peaks around. 

What tints of purplo glow, 

At sunset or at mom I 

What strango and solemn airs 

Have yc heard, as all night long 
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nrsFTiT i^iLira 


Yc listUned, ni^lit by inglit, 

Coming forth from yon wild crags, 
Moving out along these slopes, 

Stealing down yon mighty hill 
To tho silent saudb beneath, 

Creeping thro* tho wiry boyghs 
Of these tiirfuR, far and near I 
O life, how glad and blest, 

Then peemVt in sur h n waste ! 

O beauty what a jmwer, 

To cheer in loneliest hour ! 

O earth, where is the spot, 

AVhich thy (xod visits not ? 

On which hiB eye of light 
llcsts not in gentle love , 

O’er its most barren sands, 

Bejoicing from above I 
O desert rocks, if one small leaf. 

Can make these wastes look fair. 

What will ye be when these scorched pLuris, 
Earth’s nehest buds shall bear ? 

When eastern suns shall cease to scorch, 
And storms no more destroy , 

And these lone valleys shall give forth 
Their streams, and flowers, and joy 



TKE FRIEND 


Tiii>-ke 18 a star in yondor 8 ky, 

Abovo all stars si'cms to shine, 

'Tis long since first it fixed my eye, 

And I have learned to call it mine. 

It rose out of my own blue sea, 

Then passed above those mountains green. 
Moving along all placidly 

As if it loved to watch the scene 

Far up the heavens it floated slow 
Grlcaming across yon solemn tower, 

As if it loved the scene below , — 

A willing lingcror hour by hour. 

It seemed to take its place each night, 

A sentinel to guard my rest, 

An eye of love and gentle light, 

Pouring sweet thoughts into my breast. 
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TilE FRIEND 


In through my lattice as I lay 

Half soothed to sleep, it nightly shone, 

And as I gazed upon its ray 
1 felt that I was not alone 

What tears that gentle Btar*has dned, 

What joy that sparkling orb has given , 

I'houghts fur this earth too l\igh, too wide. 
Dreams of its own all-radiont heaven. 

It spoke of day beyond this night. 

In the glail land wheie all is fair; 

It pointed to the home of light. 

And bid me rest my spirit there. 

It spoke of Him whose love is light. 

Whoso death is life, whoso cross is peace, 

Whoso favour is the star of night. 

The source and pledge of endless bliss. 

May I not love that star on high ? 

May not its light the fairest seem ? 

May I not trace a loving* eye, 

A kindly smile in every beam ? 
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* SUMMER GLADNESS. 


What a wo^ld witii all its Borroati ' 
'What a scene, would it but stay , 
W'^hat an earth, iCjall its morrows 
Were os fair as this “ to~day I** 

When earth's summer- pulse is beating 
With the fever-fire of June, 

And tlie flowers flmg up their greeting, 
Qi}ivcring to the joyous noon. 

When the streamlet, smiling gladl> , 
Humes calmly, brightly by. 

Not a voice around speaks sadly. 

Not a murmur nor a sigh. 

Sunbeams, with their fond caresses. 
Smooth each rosebud’s velvet fold. 
Lingering in the glowing tresses 
Of yon rich laburnum's gold. 
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ROMMER m.ADNI-aR 


Xiiture nil its gay adorning 
Opens to tho day’s bright bbss, 

Like a child at early morning, 

Wakened by its mother’s kiss. 

What a world * when all ‘its sonsow 
Shall for ever pass away I 
What an earth 1 when cacji “ to-morrow 
Shall be fairer than “n^o-day,” 



221 


THE BLANK. 


Tue flowers of S] 'nng have come and gone , 
Bnght were the blossoms, brief their stay , 
They shone, and they wero shone upon, 

They flounshed, faded, passed away 
So, hidden from our sorrowing eyes. 

Our young, swcot, spring-bloom buried L’es 
One blast of earth swept o’er the flower. 

It died, the blossom of an hour 

Thu Summer flowers are freshly blowing 
Beneath glad July’s genial mom ; 

Like smiles the face of earth bestrowing, 

For fragrance and for beauty bom , 

My summer-flower has passed away, 

'Tis now a blank, whore all was gay , 

A blank, where at each ovoning’s close, 

1 hojiod to \i atuh my budding rose 
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TIIR in^AMR 


SiioTi Autumn, with o’urflowmg measure, 
Wilt liaiig upon each bending tree 
Tlio clusters of its gulden treasure, 

The life of earth’s vast family. 

Alas, 111 ouo di 8 .i 8 trons hour, 

From my grocn vino has '’fallen .the flowrer 
A blighted hue its hrarrchos wear, 

]Vly uutuinn-lree looks oiild and bare. 

And Winter, with lis blast widc-roaming, 
Tn cloud and daikncss sliull come forth 
Sencath its grave of snow entombing 
The varied verdure of tlio earth. 

Hut my sweet blussum sulely laid, 
Beneath yon cloister’s solemn shade. 

In gentle undisturbed repose. 

Shall bleep in winter’s grave of snows. 
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CHOOSE WEIili. 


O quam dulco, qnnm jncundum 
Krit tuiM. odimo munditm , 

Kt ijiiam tri^o. qanin amarum 
Mundum habutaao earaui 

Old Htkv. 


O UFAD in Bin I 

Wilt tlioii Btill clioose to die 
Tlie death of deaths eternally ? 
l>OBt thou not fear the gloom 
Of tho eternal tomb ? 

O dead to life I 

Wilt thou the life from heaven 
llejeet^ tlic life so freely given ; 
Wilt thou choose sin and tears 
Through everlasting years ? 

O dead to Christ 1 

Wilt thou dcBxiiBO tho love 

Of Him who stooped from joy above, 

To shame on earth for thee, 

That he miglit set thee free ** 
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< lUKMK WTLI. 


O dead to God ! 

W lit thou not beok liis face 

AVilt tliuu not tuiii and mvii the grace ? 

Will thou not lake the lieavcii, 

So freely to thcc given V 
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TIIK USEFUL LIFE 


fMu, 

A^aara, \i yaJsuSn: 

Old Grbek IItmst 

« 

Go laltour on , BpoiKl, and be npont, — 

Thy joy to do tho Father’s will , 

It IS tho way the Master went, 

Should not tho servant tiead it still ? 

% 

Go labour on , ’tis not for nought; 

Thy earthly loss is heavenly gam , 

Men heed thue, love thee, praise tlico not , 

Tho Master pr.iises, — what. are men? 

Go labour on , enough, while here, 

If he shall praise thee, if ho deign 
Tl]{^ willing heart to mark and clieer ; 

No toil for Him shall be in vain. 
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Tnr UBKHHi i.n f 


Go ]ii1)oiir Dij , jour IiiuiJb arc wc.ik, 

I'ouT knees are faint, your soul cast , 
Yet ialtor not , the prize you seek, 

Is near, — a kingdom and a crown i 

Gro, labour on, while it is day, 

f \ 

Tlio world’s dark nglit^is liostening on , 
Speed, speed thy work, ca it sloth away 
It 18 not thus that soiiL ore won 

Men die in darkness at your side, 

Without a hojie to cheer the tomb , 

Take up tho torch and wave it wide, 

The torch that lights time's thickest gloom 

Toil on, faint not, keep watch and pray , 
lie wise tho erring soul to win , 

Go forth into tho world's highway, 

Compel the wanderer to come in 

Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice , 

For toil conics rest, for exile home , 

Soon shalt thou hear the Bridegroom’s voice. 
The midnight peal, behold I come I 



■TWAS I THAT DTD IT 


1 HBu the crowd iii Pilate's hall, 

I mark their w "athful mien , 

% 

Tlieir shouts of ‘ cTucir 3 ’' appall, 
With blasphoray between. 

And of that shouting multituilc 
T feel that 1 am one , 

And of that shouting multituilo 
T fB(>l that T .im one . 

I sec the scourges tear his bar k, 

1 sec the piercing crown, 

And nf that crowd who aniitc and 
1 feci that X am one. 

Around yon cross, the throng 1 see. 
Mocking tho sufferer’s groan, 

Tot still ray voice it seems to be. 
As if I mocked alone 
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nVAS 1 THAT DID IT 


'Twhb I that Bheil the sacred hlood, 
T nailed him to tho tree, 

I cmcilicd tho Christ of Gkid, 

I joined tho mockery 

Yet not tho less that hlood avails 

I 

To cleaufao away 107 sin, 

And not the less thatVeross prevails 
To give me peace within. 
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rASS^'TG THROGGIi 


I WAI.R 08 OTIC who 'cDow's thot llO 1ft tieodiii}' 

A fttrangorfioil , 

Ah ono round whom a serpen t-norld is sprcadinf 
Jts subtle •Rill. 

1 walk as ono but ^cstcnlay deliver'd 
From a sharp chain , 

Who trembles lest tho bond so iicwl} sever’d 
lie bound again 

I walk ns one whn feels that he is brcatliiiig 
TJngciii.il air, 

For whom as wiles, the tempter still is w rcathip^' 
Tho bright and fair 

My steps, I know, are on the plains of danger, 
For sin is near , 

But looking u^i, 1 pass along, a stranger, 

In haste and four. 



pAs^ivo ninot'Mr 


2‘JO 


Thin earth h<ih loat iIm power to (Im" mo duwnwanl 

# 

Jts Bpoll iH gone, 

!My L-oiiree is now right upwanl, anil riglit unwanl, 
To yomlor throne 

Hour after hour of tiniu’s ilarh/night is stcaluig 
In gloom away , 

Speed thy fair dawn of light Mid joy uud healing, 
Thou Star oi day 

For thee lis God, its King, the long-rejected, 
Earth groans and cries 
Foi thco the long-helovcd, the long-experted, 

Thy Unde still sighs I . 
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Foil WARD 


SiiAiL tliiH Hfo of hiiuo be wasted? 

Shall this vincyai^d lie uutillcd ^ 
Shall true joy pass by uiitasted, 

And tins soul rciuaiii unfilled * 

Shall the God-given hours ho scuLlerud, 
Liku the l^ves upon the [ilain 
Shall the blossoms die uiiwatured 
lly the diujis of heu\ eul^ ram ? 

Shall £ see each fiur sun waking. 

And not feel it wakes for me ^ 

Each glad morning brightly breaking. 
And not fcol it breaks for mu ? 

Shall 1 see the roses blowing, 

And not wish to bloom as they 
Holy fragrance round mo throwing. 
Luring others on tho way 
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KiinwAnD 


iiilmll 1 henr the free bird Binging, 

In the eummer’b Btainloss sky, 

Far aloft ita gltul flight winging, 

And not seek to boar ns higli V 

Shall this heart si ill sjieitd its tTcasuTes 
On the thuigs that fiylo and die , 
Shall it court the holloiy jileasures 
01 bewildering vainly ^ 

i 

Shall thebc lips of niiiio be idle ; 

Shall I open them in vain ? 

Shall I not, with God’s own bridle, 
Their frivolities rcstmin’ 

Shall theso eyes of mine still w'aiider ? 

Or, no longer IniTud wfnr. 

Fix a ilrmcr g.i/c and fonder 
On the bright and moining Star'-* 

Shall these feet of mine, delaying 
Still in ways of sin be found, 
Braving snares and madly straying 
On the world's bewitching ground ^ 
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No, I was not bom to tiiHo 
Lifo away in dreams or un * 

No, I must not, dare nut stillo 
Longings buoh as these within ! 

Swiftly mt^ving, apward, onward. 

Let my soul in I'aith be borne , 
Calmly gazing, skyward, sunward. 

Let my eye nnshnnking turn I 
*% 

"Where the Cross, God’s lo\c revealing, 
Sets the fettered spin^frco, 

Where it shcAs its wondrous healing, 
There my soul, tliy nsl shall be 

Then no longer idly dreaming 
Shall I ding niy years liway , 

J3ut, each precious hour rctlceniing. 
Wait for the eternal day ! 



NOTHING UKTWEEN. 


Fondi.y, rmidly reliirnoth the daylight 

To the old hiirs grey pcak^rc tho dawn lioa begun; 
Slowly, slowly roccdetli the day-hght 

From the old hill’s grey peak when tho long day is 
done 

Softly, softly returnotb ;lho nppic, 

To its rest on tho sand of yon gi^’on-margined buy, 
Sadly, sadly reeedeth tho riiiple 

To mingle again with tho sea's drifting spray 

Gfodly, gladly the dew of the twilight, 

Floats up to the rainbow at blush of the dawn, 
Sfowly, slowly tho dew of the twilight, 

Seeks the dark sod again when tho sun is withdrawn 

It IS thus, even thus, that tho sunlight of heaven, 
Itetums and retires with the morn and tho even 
Thus slowly rutinng as sleep seals tho eye, 
llctuniing at day-spring with joy from on high. 
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Xjght'B Inst glcnm and trueat, my God’s gracious love, 
Mom’s i^Fbt beam and fondest, Ins joy from above 

Yut, 'tiB not night alone that comes hetuccii 
My Gtid and me, to mar the peaceful scene , 

Ihit the world’s Haziiig'day, hour after hour, 

Heals on my head, and with its seorchiug power 
Dnes up my dew and sap, nay dims my eye 
With its bewildering blaze of vanity 
Then comes the quiet and tho cool of night, 

To give mo hack the calm, of which tho light 
Of this gay world hod sought mo to bereave 
O gonllo shadowti -A the tranquil eve I 
JSvo with^thy stillness and sonl-soothing balm, 

What do I owe thco fur thy solemn calm I 
Thou coincst down like somo peace-bniigiiig do\ c. 

To soothe and cheer me with thy silent love. 
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FOLLOW THOU Mfi 


Bestobe to me tho freshnpsB at my youth, 

And give me back my soul’s keen edgo again, 

That time has blunted I 0, my early truth, — 

Shall I not you regain ? 

Ah, mine has been n wusto(l.bre at best. 

All unreality and long iinro:>t , 

Yes, I have lived in vain ’ 

But now no more in vain , niy soul awake, 

Shake olT the snare, untwist tlic fastening chain : 
Arise, go forth, the selGsh slumber break, 

*Thy idle dreams restrain * 

Still half thy life before thee lies untrod, 

ITaVo for the endless living, li\o ior God , 

I must not live iii vain * 

My God I the way is rough and sad the night. 

And my soul faints and broathes this weeping strain , 
And tho world hates me with ats bitterest spite, — 
For I have left its tram. 
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Witli tljoo and with thy saints to cast my lot , 

Ah, my dear Lord, let mo not be forgot, 

Fjct nJo not hvo in vain 1 

Cull we not part in silence, since for ever, 

This world and I ? From scorn and taunt refrain ? 
Udiist it still hate and wound ? still stir the fever 
Of this poor throbbing brain ? 

Ah, yea, it must bo so, my God, my God , 

'Tib tho tnio discipliuo, tho needed rod, 

Blso 1 should live in vain i 

Tho foo 18 strong, bis venomed rago I drea'l, 

Yet, 0 my God, lo thou bis wrath restrain , 

Shield mo in battle, soothe niy aching head 
Tu the hliaip hour of j)<iin . 

B«rt more tlian this, oh givo me toiling faith, 
Largc-hoailcd luic, and zeal unto the death : 

Let nio not lire in vain. 

llestoTe to me the freshness of my youth, 

And givo me back my sours keen edge again ; 

Ah, let my spring return I bright hope and truth 
Shall I not you regain ? 

No wasted life, my God, shall mine now be. 

Hours, days, and years^filled up with toil for thee : 

I shall not live in vain I 
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VANITY 

Ta a\r,l)ui ayaOa oux ettriv ev rp xarr,gttfbtv^ yp 

ORUitN 


Nay 'tis not wh<it we fancied it, 

This magic world of oiire , 

AVe thought its skiCB were only blue, 

Its Helds idl suii and iloMers , 

Its streams <111 summer-bright and glad, 

Its seas all smiles and calms, ^ ^ 
its {luths from joiitli to age, one long 
Green avenue of palms 

Hut clouds CMinc up with gloom and sliiulc. 
Our hky was overcast, 

Tho hot mibt threw its blight around, 
Sunshine and ilowors went past 

Hopes perished, that hod hung like wreaths 
Around youth's buoyant brow, 

And joys, like withered autrunn Icavefc, 
Dropped from the shaken bough. 
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Yet from these clouds comes forth the light, 
Light beaming ironi on high , 

Anil Yrom these faded flowers spnng up 
The fiouors that cannot die 

Far fairor is the land we seek, 

• 

A land without a tomb, 

All everlasting resting-plaLC, 

A sure and quiet home 

Far sunnier than the hills of time 
Aro its eternal hills , 

Far fresher thuii tlic rills ot earth 
Are its eternal rills 

No blight can fall upon its ilowi-i'^, 

No darkness iill its air, 

It has a day for ever bright, 

For Christ its sun is there 

0 Sun of love and peace, arise, 

Thy light upon us ocatn , 

For all this life is but a sleep, 

And all this worl(^ a dream. 
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OLD WODDS 

aT>^ y&g itT'i r?s aXrthiuQ ”ti) — 

Wab tins earth sunnier m the il.i^'s uf old 
Or was it hut tho eye that looked on i(, 

That thou was fresher, happier, in the joulh 
And manhood of our raee^ Were springs more In ight, 
And summers lovelier, lighted up hi suii'' 

Long sot, — suns of a younger hcavep jh.iii ours** 
Was tho mr purer cro tho heavy breath 
Clf ages h.ul gono up to poison it ? 

Did the long gleam upon the ancient Nile 
Jtli^e in n riehcr radiance to tho noop, 

When history’s old father gazed upon it ? 

Or^vos the bunshiiie on tho hills ol Grecco 
I’linr wlipii Homer sang and )Sappho Me2it : 

Or nas the brow uf Lchanuii moio fair 

t 

W ith whiter snow-wreaths, when tho kings of Tjro 
Ituildcd llieir marble palaces beneath 
The mighty shadow of its haughty peaks ? 
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Was tins carfh Hiiiiiiicr in tlic daya of old ''' 

Or was tlio glory Ijoveimg o'er its hills, 

\i)(l wafklenng thro’ the unfathomable btretrh 
( If its old skies, of which men fondly toll, 

Itul the guy 'Vision of a freslicr eye, 

\\ lion this old rafo was'*youngcr, and niou’s steps 
\\ cut wilh more liuoj ant freedom over earth ? 

Or was it all a dream, a dream ot youth, 

When dreams are lia2>i)icsl ^ Is it still a dieiini, 

\\ ell-drcamt in these our ilays, when men hxik out 
With sod eye on the present, as if elouds, 
Hiiknown in other days, had settled down 
Cjion our lulls ightit out sun and stars 
1 know noj. Yet I Ioyo to wander back 
To th ji earth’s younger days and earlier scmics, 
hi which there seem to meet both age and youth, 
The blossom and the fruit, the joy of dawn, 

And tho gra'YC quiet of the solemn eve 
Was the world wiser in the days of old, 

When in this land our fathers died for truth ? 

Or IS tho wisdom of these ancient tunes, 

A fable wcIl-deviBcd, to keep us lowly ? 

And are tho words and thoughts of other days, 

Tho mnrtyr-words and thoughts, and alxivo all 
The martvT-dccds of mighty men whoso Imir 
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ULU WORDS 


Grew grey before its time, whose youthiul face 
Grew earl) pale, and o’er whose thoughtful hrow 
Age drew its furrows, prematurely deep, — 

Arc these old words and thouglits and noble deeds, 
Ilut meant for them who heard and saw them thou. 
But overdnted now, unsuitable ' 
h'or manhood and full age, like that to winch 
We havo attained in these onr riper times 
It cannot bo so , truth is ever true, 

In this age or the last, an4 error false. 

To day as it was ycstciday. No age 
Can outgrow truth, or can aifurd to pai t 
"With the tried wisdom of tho past^^with wonls 
That ecnturics have sifted, and on which 
Ages have sot their sc<il, and handed down 
From venerable lips oi solemn men, 

Who learned their wi«dum in a graver school, 

And in on age of kcciici, surer conflict 
Than we have known in this gay holiday. 

When truth and error arc hut things of taste, 
Changelings of fashion, altering year by year 

Guard then those anoioiit wells, those living springs, 
Of which our fathers drank and wero refreshed. 
Guard then these ancient palms beneath whose shade 
Out fathers have sat down, and of whose fruit 
They ate and wont upon their way in pence 
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Fart not with these old names, eacli one of whirh 
Heats in its hosoiii prcoiouH histones, 

The life^ccds and death-conflicts of the men 
From out whoso loins we sjinng, the men of niigl.t 
And wisdom, who have won such victonos 
Of truth for lift Thes*. venerable nanie*. 

I 

\nd words preserve, as an inheritance 
For childrcu’s children to the latest agt* 

Fart not with these old names and words, each one 
Contains an everlasting l^tory, 

A groat soul’s history, which like a pearl 
Within its shell lies hid Fling not aa.iy 
The shell because unpolished and nneonfh, 

^ I* 

Lest ii) so doing thou shouldst fling awa} 

Tho whose lustre lies unseen within 
- Jt is not beauty, it is truth ae seek 
And it IS truth that men would lling away, 
liecausc its outward garb is rude and homely 
Yet truth IS beauty, best of beauty here , 

And beauty is but hidacn truth uutulded, 

Litu blossoms from the rough brown buds of spring 
Fart not with these old names. See how tliejr ‘.Iiiim- 
In these old heavens, like stars, whose rajs no age 
Can dim, nor boastful art of man supplant, 

By lights, tho invention of his fruitful skill. 
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<11,11 A\i>nn>’ 


They lighted up the darkuesit of the wajs 
By which our futhcru walkcil in joy to h<;aven ; 

Not now loBii needful nor Icsa glad their heaua 
I’drt not with theae old names and words, each one 
Is as a seed, the womb of hidden life , 

And ho that flings away a sedd destfoys 
The future harvest of a hundred fields. 

Bart not with these old names , in each of them 
Our fathers wrapt up wisdom for their sons, 

And their sons’ sons down tP earth’s latest day. 

What thoughts are clmgiug round them, thick as dew 
Upon the fields of the fresh bummer's grass, 

Mellow as fruit upon the autumn-tr|>cs ' 

Say not, our age is wiser , if it he, 

It 16 the wisdom which the past has given 
That makes it so , lor in these names is written 
That wondrous wibdom that has made us wite. 
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MACHPELAH. 


Only a tomb, no mom ' 

\ rock-hcwn sopnlchre, 

And tins, and tins ih all that’s thine^ 
Fair Oanaan’s mighty licir I 


Only a tomb, no more * 

A fnturftf'csting-place, 

Whcni3od shall lay thee down, and bid 
All thy long wand’nngs cease 


This rave and Hold, no more, 

Oanst thon thy dwelling call , 

That land of tbme, plains, hills, woods, streams. 
The stranger has it all ' 


Thy altar and thy tent 

Are all that thou liast here , 

With theso content, thou posscst on, 
A homeless wanderer. 
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MAcrirRLAn. 


Thj' life uiiiest .lud toil , 

'I'hy courEC a pilgrimage , 

Only in death thou gocst down, 
i'n claim thy heritage , 

A heritage which death 
Shall seal to theu for aye, 

A resurrection heritage 

When all things pass away. 

A home of endless peace, 

Jlcyoiid these hills of strife ; 

AV hell these old rocks give up their dead 
And death shall end in life 

SV heritage ot life, 

Ueyond this guarded glonm, 

A kingdom, not a held or cave; 

A city, not a tomb. 
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THE OLD JEW ON MOUNT MORIAH 


He stood Lcwilde~icd on \iib lf>aely heart li, 

Sadness was wntten on Ins fix.ikl brow, 

For ho had witnessed days of holy mirth 
Where silence dwells, and desolation now, 

'I'he grief he felt he careihiiot to avow, 

(’.iliiily he stood, yet sorrowfully too, 

The latest leaf upon tho topmost hough 

Of thui^rreeu ohvo that so lately threw 

Aloft ilslc'hfy arms when the glad spring was new. 

• 

Friendless iiiid homeless ! How unlike the past ' 

Once hononied scion of a nohlo stem , 
lint now forsaken, desolate, the last 
llnght jewel of a kingljr dnulem , 

'Jlho last dim dew-drop ol all those that gem 
Tho still lone valley when tho sunbeams fall. 

He trod his tmciont hills, but found on them 
Nought but his shivered altar-shrines, for all 
Was tomb-like hushed, and dark as with a funeral iialh 
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THE SnEPHERDS’ PLAIN 


' Dam mrvnnt ovea m^ouortint Affiiuta. Dt.i ” — Jeroml 

Hlkbsrii night, 'nhun fust that jiluin 
Eclioed with tho joyful strain, — 

“ Peace has come lo earth ag.un " 

Rlcssod lulls, that lieanl the song 
Of tlie glorious angel-throng, 

Swelling all your sloj^n-s along. 

Happy ehepherds, on whose ear 
Fell the tidings ghul and dear, 

“God to man is drawing near" 

Happy shi pherds, on whose eye. 

Shone the glory from on high, 

Of the heavenly Majesty. 



'IHK SHKl'HKRDfl^ I‘L41X 
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Happy, happy Jiethleliem, 

Judah's least but brightest gem, 

'Where the rod from Jesse's stem, 

■ 

Scion of n princely race. 

Sprung III liravcn's own perfect grace^ 
1 

Yet lu feeble lowliness 

This, the woman's promised seed, 
Abram't. mighty son indeed , 
Succonrer of earth's great need. 

This the victor in our war, 

'Plus the glory seen afar, 
fiL'nis the bght of Jacob's star ! 

Happy Judah, rise and own 
II im, tho heir of David's throne, 
David's l.ord, and David's Sou 

Habo of iirornisc, born at last, 

After weary ages past. 

When our hopes were overcast. 

Hiibc of weakness, can it be. 

That earth's last great victory 
Is to be achieved by thco ? 
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■ III- Hill I'llBUDs’ I'LATK. 


riiiltl uf meekness, can it bo, 

That the proud rebellious knee 
Of this MOilil shall bend to thee 

Child uf po\ erty, art thou 

Tic to w'huin all heaven shall bow, 

4 

And all earth shall pay the vow, 

('an that feeble head alunc 
Hear the weight of such a crown, 

As bolungs to David's' Son? 

Can these helpless hands of thine 
Wield a sceptre so divine. 

As belongs to Jesse’s line 

Hen of pain and toil, whom none 
In this evil day will nun, 

Art thou the Eternal One ? 

Thou, o'er whom the swonl and rod 
Wave, in haste to drink thy blood. 
Art thou vory Son of God ? 

Thus revealed to shephezds' eyes, 
Hidden from the great and wise, 
Entering earth in lowly guise, — 



TIM HIM' I'llERDh’ I’liAIN 


231 


Entering by this narrow door, 

Laid upon this rocky floor, 

Placed in yonder manger poor 

We allure thee as our King, 

And to thee our*8ong we sing , 

Our best nffomig to tliee bring 

(xiiardcd by the shepherds’ rod, 

’Mid their flock thy poor abode, 

Thus we own thee. Lamb of God. 

Lamb of Uud, thy lowly name, 

King of kings, we thee pruclaini , 

' icuTcn and earth shall hear its fume 

Bearer of our sms' sad loail, 

Wielder of the iron rod, 

Judah’s Lion, Lamb of God ' 

Mighty King of righteousness, 

King of glory, king ui peace, 

XoTor shall thy kingdom cease ' 

Thee, earth’s heir and Lord, we own ; 
Baise again its fallen throne. 

Take its overlastmg crown 
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THE SIIEI herds’ FLAIK. 


Blesspd Bnbo of Bethlehem, 

Owner of earth’s diadem, 

Claim, and wear the radiant gem. 

Scatter darkness with thy light, 

End the ROTTOWB of one night, 

Speak the word, and all is bright. 

the B]>oiler of the earth, 

Bring creation’s second birth. 
Promised day of song and mirth 

'Tis thine Israel’s voire that rails, 
Build again thy Salem’s walls, 

Dwell within her holy halls 

’Tib thy Church’s voice that cnes, 
Bend these long unreiided skies. 
Bridegroom of the Church, arise 

Tako to thee thy power and reigii, 
Purify this earth again , 

Cleanse it from each curse and stain. 

Sun of peace, no longer stay. 

Let the shadows flee away. 

And the long night end in day. 



THP HHEI>HElU>fi* r^AI^ 
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Let the dayspring from on high, 
That orofle in Jmlah'b sky, 

Cover earth eternally. 

JJahe of llcthlcheiii, to thee, 
Infant of eternity, 

Everlasting glory lie 1 
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COMK, LORD 
"SoniiiL inuniliui ’ — Atic.iiSTiKR 

Come, Lord, and tarry not , 

Sring the long-lookod-for day , 

Oh why those yoani of waiting here, 
These ages of dcl^y 

•Come, for tliy feiiints still wait , 

Daily ascends tlieir sigh , 

The Spirit and tin' |{ridi* say, Conte. 
Dust thou not hear the rry '■* 

Come, for creation irroaii'., 

Imjiatient of tliy stay. 

Worn out with these long years of ill 
These ugi's of «lelay 

Come, tor thy Lsnu'l pines, 

An exile from thy fold , 

O call to mind thy faithful word, 

And bless them as of old. 



UOMI , UliU>. 
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CSome, for thy focB are Btroiig , 

AVitb taunting lip thuy say, 

“ WLoro 13 till' piomiBcd Advent ni>w, 
And ivLeru the dreaded day 

Come, for the good are few , 

They lift tlio \oice in vain , 

Faith wii\os fdintcr on the earth, 

And Io\ti iH on the wane 

Come, for the truth is weak, 

And error ]K)urs abroad 
Its Hubtlo poison o'er tlio earth, — 

An earth tliat hates licr Goil 

Coiii(>, for lu\c w'jxcs cold. 

Its ste]is arc faint and slow , 

Faith now is lost in unhclict, 

Tfopc’s lamp hums dim and Ion 

Come, ior the grave is full, 

Forth’s tombs no more e.ui hold, 
The sateil scpulcliros n'bel, * 

And groans the heaving mould. 



T-OUP 


(.’’ome, for the com ib^ 

I’ut III tliy Pickle in>\v. 

Heap tlic f'rcat harvest of llie carthi 
Sower niitl reai»er tluni ' 

Come, in tli^ I'lonoim inighf 
Come with the iron roil 
Seatieriiig thy foes hcfoie thv fare 
'Mci'-t miglity Still of (Jnil 

Como, spoil the strong iiuiiiV huus« , 
Ihnd him and cn<-t liiiii himi e 
Shew tliyhclf stioiiger than the stror 
Thyself Oniiiniotcnco 

Come, and make all things tn w, 
lluild up this mined u.irth, 
Hestoro our faded Paiadise, 
Cruatiaii'i< secoud birth 

Come, and lM>giu thy reign 
Of everlasting peace, 

Comej*tako the kingdom to thyself. 
Great King of righteousness. 



rilY WAY, NOT MINE 


'J’uv l>, uot’miiie. O JLorJ, 
ITo\fcev«*i cl.iik iL be * 
kc.nl me bj, thine own h.incl, 
(jimohc ont the path for me. 

• 

SiriouiU h‘t it be «»r roit^b. 

It VM.ll bo t-iiLL tbo boat. 

"Wunliiij^ or s-tr.'iiobt, it lo.uK 
Itiprlit onward to tlij r* at 

1 dafe not olioo‘»c in^ lot 
I wonld not, il 1 mi_;lit , 
Glioonc tliou for mo, my God, 
So shall T ’w.tlk aright 


'I'he kingdom that 1 Mi'ek 
Js tliiiic , t-o let the way 
Xbat leads to it be tin no, 
ICLse 1 miiist surely sira^ 



IIIY WAY, NOT MINK 
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'I'ake thou my cup, .uul it 
With joy or sorrow fill, 

Ab boHt to thcc may Hcom , 
OliooBt* thou niy ^rooil anil ill 

ChoohO thou for me inv friends. 
My sickness or toy health, 
Ch<»ose thou my enio'^ for me, 
My jioverti or wealth 

Not mine, not mine the choice, 
lu things or great or sniajl , 
So thou my guide, my strength. 
My wisdom, and my all. 
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AJ^LISLUIA 

■ 

. (TBOM SIU. 

Alleluia, Alleluia ' 

Tlio battle now is done, 

Tlio victor3' iH won , 

T.ot us» joy and sm^ 

Alleluia t 

Alleluia, Alleluia * 

•SufioTiiig dcatli's cruel doom, 
Jesus halb bell overcome , 

Jjct us jiraise and sbout 
Alleluia I 

Alleluia, Alleluia > 

He rose tbo third duy, bright 
In heavenly love and light , 
J<et us cry and chant 
Alleluia t 
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\T1 FI ITIA 


A1U Iiii.i, Alii liii.ii ' 

('loscd aio till* gates lirlow, 

Tle.iMMi’ti li.iHs arii opon now, 

Lvt us JO} .ttid biiig 
Alloliii.i f 

» 

Alluliiia, Alleluia * 

Johu»>, by tliy wuimds pave 
Ub iiom (lie otkIIiss gmvc, 

Tliiit s\c may Iiv/i and bing 
Alleluia 

I gne till* first stinzn of tho iiliovo h} mu as a npi cimen 

AIIWilii Mil lull* 

1 mil I J im mint iir'lll >, 

I-xt iiiirtu Jniii mruri i, 

Oaiulcaiuus it can’iniiiii, 

AUelnJa ' 



261 


■ i.rvK 


Maki. lia'ste, () man, to live 
l^'or llioii &o soon must iln , 

Time liiinies parft llico like the breeye 
llow swiit its nioiaoufs fly 

Make liii'^te, (I niuu, to h\i ' 

To breathe, and wake, and xlei |i 
To Btnilo, to Hijrh, to grieve , 

To move in idlein*si through <*arth 
This, this IS not to live * 

Make haste, O mun, t<i Ii\< ' 

Make hasto, O man, to do 
AVhatover luu'.t be done , 

'rhou hast no timu to lose in sloth. 

Thy day will soon be gone 

Make linstc, O in.iii to Iim ’ 


/ 
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I IVK. 


Up then with t<pGcd, and work , 

Fhuf; ease and self away , 

This IS no time for thee to sleep, 

Up, watch and work and pray i 

Make hiistc, () man, to live I 

a 

• 

The useful, not tho great, 

The thing that never dies , 

The silent toil that is not lost, 

Sot theso before tlrtno eyes 

Make haste, 0 nian, to live I 

'i'he seed, wliose leaf and flower, ' 

Tho' poor in human sight, 
llriiig fortli at last the eternal fruit, 

Sow thou both day and night 

Make haste, O man, to live I 

Hake haste, 0 man, to live, 

Thy time is almost o’er , 

0 sleep not, dream not, but arise. 

The Judge is at the door. 

Make haste, 0 man, to live I 



TItE MARTYIi’S QRAVE 


TnK mosii jb groeii npon iho stone 
The stone lies heavy on the mould ; 

The spot IS dreary, sad, and lotie , 

The foiCbt an is cold. 

The sky ubevc is wan and bleak , 

The };rouiid Loucuth is brown and bare 

No living voico intrudes to break 
The tranquil silence there 

Another breeze among the boughs, 

And then another leafy showci 

Comes rustling down , 1 ho sadiices grows 
More and more sad cocli hour 

The shadow of the drifting cloud 
Falla chilly on these gloomy lirs, 

Deepening tho darkness of the wooil ; 
Hardly a leaflet stirs. 



’1 m M vim I s fill vvF* 
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Qiiiik-tv iiikhii^ thru’ till li‘aly K'leen, 
NoM'iiilx'i fitiay irliiiiiisgo .iml 
Ilnlf-huldoTi 1i\ till hli.iile, ib bivii 
Till* old .iiid v\c‘lI-kiionii louiL 

llore slcopb tlio inoTtjrS Vroary hviul , 

Here bditly iiiuiiidm lioly dust, 

W ith the wild WDod-mubS ovcispicad, 

Itofiting 111 <-ili nt tniat 

Jvo iUimnuT lluwois hieatlio swoctnoss In le, 

Lt iH ii lone forbiikvii spot, 
lioiiiid lie the l(‘ti\i'>i ol .lutiiniii Ken‘, 

'I'he leaf tluil i luuigcB not 

I'ar itoiii niaiiV muil of love or stiile, 

Tib Gt lli.il lieu liiB grave Hhoiild he, 

In death an outi .I'-t .is iii liR., 

UiiiMined 111 liibtuiy 

Ttoiing hnpcH, young fricndsliipB, jojp of omtli, 
Had pusKed linn by like miiiimer-dii'ains. 
Solemn hia life liml been from birth, 

Like Tuureh of mountain stieains. 



■1 HE M M'. M It rt r.i- vv r 
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ni»n;'Lfiil iii>. Ii»f, Iikt* ^oIl vrxrif sk\, 

W liLii iriooil.ind liree/it> wiMly blow, 

I ft's woary fsoiil now on bi^h, 

I [is liody sleeps below 

Krsl, wcar^ <liist,' lie bore an bonr 
Kie loii<r, like blossom fioin the- sod 
'J’lioii sli.iH eomc balh a tjlorinii^ (lower, 
Fit for tlie fsi' ol (lod 
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AL.1L. WE 1^1. 


bCais nj^ain blickll bcvl't , . 

\o dobert iiit<*rv<*no , 

K'o duep, Bad-llow iii^ river 
SI I all roll its lidu between 

m 

No bleak clilTss upward lowering;’, 
Sliall bound OUT ou^r bij^’iit , 
No tempest ilurkly loweriiifj, 
Shall wrap us in its 

Love, and uiiM-vcrcd union. 

Of soul with those wo love, 
Nearness and iflod communion 
Shall be our joy above 

No dread ol wasting sickness, 
No thought of ache nr pain, 
No fretting liours of weakness, 
Shall mar our peace again 



No deatli our homes o’ershoding 
Shall o’er our harps unstring 
For all IB life unfading, 

In presence of our King 
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LINKS 


Aiii- tln'U' not voK t hti.iugcly sw^'et, 

Aiiil Irtiu-s of slrtiii{it*ly diiir , 

So llic boiil jjicet, 

Sn kintllv sto.il iliej on tin* oar 

■ 

^V(> knon no 1 >\hy they t-trikc kd dopp 
* .inijot tell tliH •-ocMct hi)rjnt? 

Witlim U'', Avliicli they wakt* from bloop, 

Xoi liiin MU li tliuuglilb tlioir iiotc'- 0.111 Itriii 

We .isk not nliy luu liow llioy llinll 
* So kooiLly tliroui'li tlu niniobt soul , 

And ^\l^y \\lii « co.isid, w liblon still, 

• \s though they \ot liblon us stoIi 

"We feel the sweetne^h ol the voice , 

Wo lovo the riohno'-s of the tone , 

It makes us borrow oi rcjoioe, 

Conipclliiig us its power to own. 



Are there not wotcIh, Uw, sLmngc'ly hwoct, 

Tlioiiglits, iiiusings, meiuijiiL'h, straiigel} dear ? 
So lovingly tlio boiil tlicy greet, 

So genti}' hteal they on the ear ' 

Common the words mh,y tio and weak, 

The passing stranger owns them not , 

To other oars in vain the}' speak, 

UnkDo^vn, unrclishcd, or forgot 

Rich III cjld tlioughls, these words iippi ar. 

Tart of our lieing’s mighty whole , 
liirwed with our life's strange story here, 

Knit to caeli feeling of oiir soul 


Linked witli tho scenes of days gone past, 
AVith all lile’s earnest hopes niid feitis, 
Linked with the smiles th.it did not last, 

Tho jo^s and griefs of foiled }tais 

il with old dreams onco dreamt in youth, 
When dreams'were gladder, truer things 
When each night’s vision of bright tiuth, 

Lent to each buoyant day its wings 
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Linked with the vliisper of the trees, 

When Bummer-eiCh i^ere fair ami htill; 
ir''t lo iho music of Iho hreere, 

Or ii:iirmur of the twilight nil 

1 inked with sonic scene of sncicd cnitn, 

4 

Of hoi) places, holy clajs, 

Linked uith the prayer, the hymn, the phfilni, 
The multitude’s glad voice of praise 

t 

Linked with the iiaiiicb of holy incii, 

Martyr, or saint, or brother dear , 

Some parted, ne’er to meet agiiin, 

Some still our ftllow-pilgniiis here 

Jaiiked with that name of names, the name 
' Of Him who bought us with his blood , 

W ho bore fur us the w'rath and shame, 

, The Virgin’s Sun, the Christ of God. 
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THE PRAYEll 


Ffkh me tlie lightning from yon irouiniig clouil 
With fiery force to hre.ik or melt tins heart, 

A heart all <'.irthly, fool nth, \.iin, and proud , 

Jii unbelief unci hate (hat bids its God depart 

Felch me a beam from yon clear star of night , 

Or a warmer ray from day’s bright sun, 

To kindle into heat, and glow, and light. 

This soul of gloom and death, whose day seems scarce 
begun. 

Fetch mo a drop from yon translucent lake, 

Or, faither up, from yon 2 >nre mounlain-well, 
Thel^lqiB to cool, this feverish thirst to slake', 

This weary frame to freshen, thcscfieice fires toqueil 

0 thou my God, iny being’s honllh and source, 

Better than life, brighter than noon to me, 

Stretch out thy loving hand, with gentle force, 

Bend this stin-Btnigg]u}gwill,and draw it after Thee. 



iiir I'uwi-i: 


Rotiirii to mo, mj oll-forirollt*n Uoil, 

Jly s]iiritV tine tlm' Iniiq fois'iken re^t , 

■UhiIo ilioM* bim le-enh r lliine .ilioilo 

In The., .iinl in Thy lo\e .ilom- wiinlil I In lih 

% 

]!t‘-iii(inh1 lln«. inner man in i mi\ p.irl 

Rc-knil these hioki n ties, ri nnie liiy siMiv , 
Take, .is Th\ throne .iinl .dt.ir, this poor lie.irt , 
Oh teaeh me how to lo\e, oh help me to obey I 
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Till: BKSUHKKCTroX OF TII.< JUSi 


AuTCJMjr lias conio at last , ami nature now 
Binils np her summer tresses and difrolies, 

That she may l.iy horsell iii silence down 
Upon her wiulor'b couch, (imd there hy bleep 
Ilopair her wom-out energies, and draw 
New l^u into her \cius, that when the sun 
Flames out ngaiu, <s(id the long-bilent loin 
Of hajijiy birds <iml happier children Wiihes 
Spiing’a first glad matin sung, ‘•he m.iy arise 
Girt with new strengUi ami with tresh beauty clothed 

^ , Thus comes life’s autumn, and the happy spirit. 
Calmly 4^Tuliiug, ia^a its gannents down, 

Upon the leat-stiewn soil of this old earth, 
Oommitting them, in quiet coiitidonce. 

To the safe keeping of the Inisty tomb. 

Till death's brief winter shall havu passed awaj 
Then those old robes, with which she walked the earth. 
Purged from each stain of vile mortality 
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TIIF IlKHURnECnON OF THB OTHT 


By the all-oleanBing wmtcr of the grave, 

And blanch'd to glonous whiteness by its gloom, 
ShalPahino in fairer, fresher purity, 

When long-promised spring at last arrives, 

And the unsettmg sun smiles down in peace 
Oer a new Paradise of love and jo]^. 
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THE CITY 


Tnon art no«child of tho city I 

Hailst thou known it i» I have done, 

Thou would'st not have smiluil with pity, 
Afl if joy were with thee alone , 

'W^ith thoo the unfette/d ranger 
Of the forest and moorland free ; 

\h if gloom and toil and danger 
Could alone in a city be 

The smoke, the dm, and the bustle 
Of the city, I know them well, 

And 1 know tho gentle rustle 
Of the leaves in y 9 ur breezy deU. 

J (ay’s hurry and evening’s not. 

In tho city I know thorn tdl ; 

1 know too the loving quiet, 

Oi your glen at the day’s sweet fall. 
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lll^ « n Y 


I know too ciicli grim old nlloy. 

With the blaneliM r.iy flickering through ; 
I k'how each hwoop of your valley, 

Whcic the rosy light dieu in ilew 

1 know too till atifling BodncKH > 

Of the suninior-noon’K sultry street , 

J’\e hi outlied the air of your gladness. 

Where the streamB and the breezes meet 

J know the dun haunts of fever, 

AVhore the hlossoins of youth decay , 

1 know wliero your free broad river 
Sweeps disease on its breast away 

Yet despite your earnest pity, 

Ami despite its own smoke and dm, 

£ cling to yon crowded city, 

Tliougli I shrink from its woe and sin. 

k'or I know its boundless measure, 

Of tho true, and tho good, and fair , 

Its vast and far gathered treasure, 

All the wealth of soul that is there 



You may hiuiIc, ot nicer, or pify. 

You may fancy it weak and atraaff: , 
My cyo to yon smoky city, 

Still returns fiom its widest r.iii„& 

My liuurt, jii its inmost beatings 
Ever Iiiigi^rs anmnd its homes , 

]tly soul wakes up in its greetings, 

To the gleam of its spires and domes 

» 

^ You call it life’s weary commou, 

At the best but an itllo fair. 

The market of man and woman, — 

But the choice of the race are thera 

The wonders of life and gloilncss, 

All the wonders of hope and fear , 
The wonders of death and sadness. 

All the wonders of tinio are there 

In your lone lake’s still face yonder, 

By your rivulet’s bursting glee. 

Deep truth I may read and ponder, 

Of the earth and its mystery. 
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■mE ci'tT 


There seema, in yon city's motion. 

Yet a mightier truth for me , 

'Tib the sound of life's grout ocean, 

'Tis tPr^ tidcB of the human sea. 

O’er the fields of earth lie scattered, 

Noble fruituge and blossoms rare , 

Yon city the store has gathered, 

And tlie gnrner of hearts is there. 

You may prize the lonely lustre 
Of your pearl or emerald green , 

What IS that to the gorgeous cluster 
On the brow of the crowned Queen ? 

And the hoiiu> to winch I’m hasting. 

Is not in some silent glen , 

Tlie place where my hopes are resting, 

' Is a city of Imng men 

The crowds arc thorc , but the sadness 
Is fled, with the toil and pain , 

Nought 18 heard but the song of gladness , 
'Tis the city of holy men 



THE CITY 
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And wilt thou my sod fato pity, 

Wilt thou grieve o'er my heavy doom, 
When within that resplendent city, 

I riiall find my glorious home ? < 




rNDF-X TO TIIK FIRS I’ LTXES 


'Afc?r more year<i roll, 

AnelfltAlluliii i. 

A htUo flock, NO uilN ho tin i\ 

All tihflblmiLS my uii, uiy (^uilt. 

And y/UDoe tbfai^ur ULiU, 

Are there not vonee Ntrinj^Iy siruLt, 

Autumn hia come at Inst , ind nature iiov, . 

Hi. br!i\ o, inj hrotlicr, 

, Huiond the Hiiiilin;; md the wuciHiig, 

Hlusacd bo Goil, our Oud, 

Hlcsnuil night, \>U«.n iint that plain, 

Iliethrcii, niuH), 

Unlin iiic, ni> God, nud koup mo calm, 

Cenao, iny noiiI, thy sttnyiiigN, 
to thu Crucified, 

Come, Lonl, and tarry not, ^ 

Dayn eomend go, 
l)usi.rt Ii1iee,itimert lUioii, 

V j they Mill linger, MheK dow'treading agon, 
DiimI receive thy kindred, 

KvorKiBtii’g pmiHce, 

I'lnluiii Ihi ngca now, . 

r.ir fiuiii Ins briLZ} home nl cliff mil billow, 
Fotlicr, till Sill hnth died, 

I'ctcli me tlio lijhliiing from ^onXrowning ilou'l. 
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1M>T X 


FoniUj, fonill} rrtninoLli tlio tlnvi 

• •• 

Phoi' 

2.44 

For tlioe ve lout; nnil iiry , 


ISl 

f^alulHiiii uri, e[iLn<l inil liu 


m 

• J > u’l fjo ii]., lu'irt, 


ISi 

lla^jpyMiii l^rHOli 


16(1 

111 ' V ‘ l> >' ' of crystal Hiilontlour, 


-0 

Ho li Is I j 111 'liti Cliriflt of (aotl, f 


lOU 

ilo stoijil 1 ii 'i.roJ on hiH lonoly boortli. 

ll 


lluru, O iiiv ird, 1 sou tliuo rwu to fu.c. 


ie£ 

lion oil, Mu 11 (‘rn liu^ clicnted ui. 


128 

J fill j Filter hear iiiy ury. 


170 

J uiu n tii'kriiig clown Iifo’a sliiuly path, .ii,, 

_ 


1 uloiii It y lu_ivy cyo • i 

■ ■ ■ itm 

JW 

1 Jicartl tUu i<> cu ot Josuo say. 


ICS 

1 1 1 > iiiy sins on Josus, 


ICO 

1 loTo yon palo blue aWy, 


17 

J miss tho liuir {latemiU dwoUlog, 

• 

8 

J see the erowd lu I’llatu's tuill. 


227 

1 tlioutrlil iipun my sins iind 1 wna sad. 


188 

J walb. an ono who knows that lio is troailiiig. 


229 

1 'Aaf a wimd^n({ slicop. 


la 

1 Wi^^^'bnl do not yield. 

In tlierbi,(;>nnui(' wnB''tltu wonl. 

- 

Il» 



210 

It IS thu i itUier's voico that . 


145 

tiuMis, nhilu this rongh dosert4H^ 


124 

lay dun 11 tby buidon huni, 


ISC 

" Lot thura be light,” Jchoviih said. 


l'j« 

> Liu down, fnul liody, hero. 


1(14 

Li(;ht of the bettor inuming 


.47 

r,o(ik At tlua st^^“iin. 

1 

S 

r,ore strong ith, iji^ struiigur. 


18'i 

Miiko hpsto, 0 nmn, to li o. 


2G1 



INBFX 
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•Nay, 'til not what wo fiincieil it, 
iloHCOud on tliLU, 
suwi 0,^1111 nliill hovli, 
r No nhiuliiws junilor. 

Not lull,'-, nut Inn;; ' Thu «]iiiit n istiii;; lover. 

Nut witli tTiij ti;;ht 'ind v iiu, 

U <laai) in mu, 

^Halu at hottko, where the dark toiik|fte] maiuo nut. 
Of oifil thqr auug 'liu huii;; of Iilicrly, ’ 

One flMVor inaj hi I inulher a |i 1 tea. 

Only uu mure, 

UppaiU with noon-day’s acorehiu;; he kt, 


Peaot * BaiChSJK botUa hiui been won, 
liuaturu to mo tho froahiunM of my youth, 
bhall this lifo (if mine he wnatoi!. 

Softly the winds wore fiuinins; this Iresh ehook. 

Sower divino, 

Spirit ot cTorlastiiiK grace, 

Sumiiu r ocoan, idly wOMhiiig, 

Huolight hoa viuiishod, and tho weiuy oirth, 

Siiruiy, yon fie’nven, wheni aogela seo Cud's fitc , 
riiat (’lime is ^ot lifco this dull eliino of uui-a,^^ 

That rising atomsUHt hos awakeaud mu. 

.Till (jhurohJaHinMHHMi^ 

“r 

'L'lio ilinrorHjlspniig liSTMomo nod 
Tbo li.;ht u evor eilonty 
riio lobiti^r morn w 

llu miiiMJ!) till liT'^ht inti ill* Innutilnl mnmiit *, 
'I'ljc iiiOHa 'f. E|L(.ii ii]K>ri Liii nIoui. \ 

TIiL cil finil 111 iiii'OitT lr#\c. 

Till sUir I I vl 4.\tiii"'iii*'-1]ef1 it 
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r i».ti 


The etonii li u hi oii.eii auil the hekV} blaet^ , 


71 

There art no di uamh Ikm tiitd the tomb. 


77 

Thera is a Morning st ii inj soul, , 


3 D 

Tli(,rc If It star 111 joiiiUi hk\. 


217 

Tliorc wiLf Tliidiicss in Xion, 


17 D 

Tlictu in till crowns thftt no shall mar. 


4 D 

Till'! IS not U13 [>l*ioo of rcftiiig, , 


'17 

lion lit III he t\ an, mil I nni still <m earth, 


107 

f’li 11 1 n J clii'i' ol thn city. 


ms 

J ' t , ’let I lO 0 Ixirvl, , 


257 

I'll , > 11 f Kill 1 , 1,0 Christ » 


147 

" U ii i‘ tt . 

. 

81 

1 

I’i’iii' 111 1 > f isu setting, 



1 !>' not lor 111 III to trillc* 1 ifo is brief, 

*l’is hrrt till) true unil tlirn the binntiftil, ... 


1 

'Tis mtumu nov, 


i»r> 

't'is tli(> Huiunioiis to bnttk .. 

0 * 

62 

”1 s 1 litis thoy press the huiil niid pnrt, „ 

* 


To dn iin a troubled dream, and thou nwnkeib 


-83 

Tntf't not tJioMi seas ifpiin. 

' 

,we 

U]> nod away, like the do-n of tl c morning, 

b 

flfli 

W IB tins oartli smnuer m tho days of old, 


“to 

Wlint L norld, witlball its sorrows, .m 

e 

fl'l 

Where tho fudeil flower shall ftnibVb 


i 

Wlioro tho wave murmuiB not, — 

• 0. 

77 

Yes, for mo. foi me fab ooratfa, mm 


lO'J 


B>mDxoji PsiBTcu or JOHN ofti la Avn Win 










